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Spaceship Earth 


Spaceship Earth was the creation of an egalitarian civilization - a grand 
exploration vessel that would take thousands of colonists to the nearest 
inhabitable planet on the outskirts of the Milky Way galaxy. Construction of 
this massive star cruiser began some sixty years ago when it was determined 
by a select panel of scientists that our star was dying. Even though we were 
part of the most prosperous and democratic galaxy in the universe it was 
incumbent upon all the citizens of the Flaxion Union of Planets to devise our 
own plan of survival. The Zalon Kingdom would provide whatever financial 
or other forms of support we Flaxion's needed but it was still our 
responsibility to locate, build, and get to the destinations we selected. In an 
immense galactic democratic kingdom it was impractical for the crown and 
parliament to expend effort on every longer term emergency encountered by 
individual planets. There just was not enough time allotted to mere mortal 
beings - even those who lived to an average age of 550 years like the 
predominant Zalon species. To delve into every single problem encountered 
on each of the trillions of inhabited worlds within the realm would mean 
disregarding every progressive and necessary function of government. 


Constructed in an inner orbit of Flax the home world of the Flaxion Union 
of Planets solar system Spaceship Earth named for the planet we would be 
traveling to was so big it could be seen dominating the night sky along with 
the six moons of our central planet. Engineers marveled at its gravitational 
wave warping technology that would make it possible to condense the 
space/time continuum fabric of the universe like an accordion and pierce 
through it without needing generations to reach our destination. Sociologists 
on the other hand highlighted the community spirit of a pure egalitarian 
bottom-up civilization that worked together within their various social 
networks to solve all problems including the building of such a stupendous 
star cruiser able to transport hundreds of families to a far off star system, but 
this was the norm, how the entire Zalon Kingdom was structured. 


With a few hundred years remaining until the Flaxion system's star burned 
itself out we had some time to ferry many colonist families to many more 
star cruisers traveling to a few well selected galactic outer ring planets 
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seeding with our genome as many systems as feasible to maximize the 
chances of our specie's survival. The Zalon's whom the galactic kingdom got 
its name - the oldest and most technologically advanced species in the 
known universe were very helpful surveying the world's we selected as 
candidates for colonization, so it was not like we were shooting in the dark 
relying only on long-range astronomical data. We therefore had a lot of help 
from a community of species within our kingdom who were much more 
advanced than ourselves. That was the beauty of our galaxy compared to 
many other galaxies, each of us enjoyed the fellowship of our own species 
and all the other wonderful friends we had throughout this expansive 
community of equals. We may be dramatically different from a 
physiological and sometimes even psychological standpoint but we were all 
brothers and sisters forming a tapestry of small to larger democratic 
communities. 


That is not to say we did not have problems. Sociopaths, those that want to 
control others for their own personal gain - that particular deviant strain of 
evil always seemed to pop up out of nowhere. Throughout the galaxy and 
even across the universe regardless of species these monsters every now and 
then would come to power. The Zalon Kingdom was always vigilant in 
identifying this menace to stability, peace, and congenial tranquility. 


On a war footing with the nearby Tuok Empire in the Andromeda galaxy for 
over 2,000 years after they sent a fleet to the Zalon Kingdom's capital world 
and destroyed it, Zalon's and other species within the kingdom were ever 
vigilant, on the lookout for any individuals that exhibited extreme antisocial 
or antidemocratic behavior characteristic of Tuok emulsion. Tuok's were 
parasites, they would implant their young through whatever canal or orifice 
of entry to the body of their hosts transforming even the most lovable 
egalitarian creatures into fiends focused exclusively on dominating others 
even their own kind. They therefore presented a constant threat to the 
citizens of the kingdom especially those in the remote outer rings of the 
galaxy. There simply was no way to communicate with these nasty self- 
centered, egotistical, me-first beings ready to kill their own or others so they 
could climb over them to higher levels of power in their hierarchically 
oriented reign of terror. That is why the Zalon home world system became 
the principal star cruiser and war cruiser builders of the universe - they had 
no choice if they and their comrades in the kingdom were to survive the 
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menace of the next door Tuok Empire. 


Not located at either of the edge rings most Flaxion's never thought much 
about the Tuok threat that always hung heavily over those edge ring 
inhabitants of the kingdom. Our psychiatric hospitals had never had a 
sociopath parasitically invaded host. We would be shocked to learn if 
anyone in our communities’ harbored designs on acquiring power for 
power's sake or wealth just for decadent individual indulgence. So when we 
received a communication from the just launched Spaceship Earth that a 
gang of sociopaths had taken over the star cruiser we were horrified. 


Pavel Stanovist one of the Keepers of the social system that was supposed to 
be used by all crew members on the spacecraft to vote on a multitude of 
issues surrounding their spaceflight breached the communication blackout 
imposed by the coupists. Sidetracking all the security snares placed within 
the communication system Pavel who was the most expert of the Keepers 
sent a message to Mission Central stating that the ship had been 
commandeered by about ten sociopaths after leaving the solar system just 
prior to piercing the folded up space/time gravitational fabric of the 
universe. Somehow they had concealed their infection by not displaying any 
me-first "Taker" tendencies but it was unknown at this early stage of the 
coup d'etat how they had managed this or even whether they were sleeper 
mole agents from the Tuok Empire sent to infect our entire society or just 
the colonists. 


Over the next few months Pavel informed Mission Central that these 
Deviants had transformed the colonists' into labor-slaves. They instituted a 
Tuok hierarchically oriented power structure that was very similar to the 
destabilized manipulative societal system found in most Tuok parasitically 
dominated host worlds. Instead of the people, in this case the colonist 
travelers exercising 24/7 democratic self-determination over their own lives 
a Sliver of Tuok parasites would now autocratically rule over the majority. 
Worse still, they were imposing the entire breadth of a feudal lord over serf 
relationship structure within the small confines of the spacecraft. All 
decisions regardless of how seemingly insignificant were now going to be 
made by these self-anointed rulers even when the result would clearly 
infringe upon the species-rights of those aboard. 
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In the Zalon Kingdom every planet within the realm had to adhere to the 
basic species-rights outlined by the crown. Democracy was to be infused 
across every organization and never to be supplanted by any dictatorial 
social relationship that inhibited on the core right of every sentient 
organization and individual to chart their path into the future and 
communicate freely without fear of retribution. Even the sentient robots 
enjoyed absolute freedom. The Zalon Kingdom was alone in the universe in 
the liberty granted its citizens, for no other galactic or other smaller 
governmental system recognized robots as intelligent beings, even when 
they were clearly advanced forms of synthetic life that should be given the 
same rights as organic sentient beings. Suffice to say the Zalon Kingdom 
was the most advanced progressive governmental entity in a universe 
comprised of trillions of galaxies. 


But now on a spacecraft destined to a planet called Earth was this dangerous 
contagion, a Tuok parasitic threat that had the potential to spread like 
wildfire out on one of the rings of our galaxy. Word was already reaching us 
at Mission Central that the Capitalists - the slang name we thought up for 
these "Takers" because they had the potential to threaten entire capitals of 
other nearby worlds unless contained - that they were already tearing up the 
spacecraft to outfit their quarters with the best accommodations and 
luxuries. Instead of the democratic system whereby all colonist space- 
travelers would determine the apportionment of resources the "Rulers" of 
the ship would just pay the other shipboard travelers what they wanted - the 
bare minimum necessary to keep them alive for the work that they deemed 
necessary - not to the community of spacefarers but only to the lords in the 
control center. 


The tyrants in the command compartment of the ship were so shortsighted 
that they cared only for satiating their senses, extracting the most luxury 
from wherever it may be found. If it meant cutting down entire forests that 
provided air to Spaceship Earth so they could have it manufactured into 
exquisite furniture that only they could afford - so be it. Pulling the 
bulkheads apart and melting them down to create cheap trinkets that they 
would give their mates and in the process weakening the structural integrity 
of the entire spacecraft was fine because under Tuok society only those up 
top were worthy and to hell with the future and everyone else. 
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Many thousands of years later my body may be different but my soul was 
saved so that this firsthand account of significance would not be lost to 
historical inaccuracy or worse yet hearsay turned into fact. Only a few 
sentients within the kingdom are allowed to transverse across the eons as 
Witnesses of very important events. My long soul's travel was one of those 
exceptions. Many changes have occurred but the Zalon Kingdom is still the 
most democratic galaxy in the universe priding itself on the absolute 
freedom granted its citizens through their democratic institutions. 


After so many thousands of years long past the time when Spaceship Earth 
landed on Earth to setup what the locals called the Egyptian culture the 
Zalon Kingdom is making contact with this quarantined region of our 
galaxy. Long after the original Tuok parasites have merged with the 
genomes of our Flaxion race it is finely deemed safe to visit this little known 
part of the kingdom's realm. Unfortunately, our explorers have indicated that 
the contagion spread across every single colonist in this sparely populated 
part of the kingdom. The historical record of the decedents is filled with 
autocratic kingdoms, fiefdoms, countries, and other antidemocratic 
fractures, sometimes even masquerading as democracies when they were 
just cleverly shrouded dictatorships - the latest being some odd form of 
global transnational cabal of corporations. 


Even though almost half of the crown is against contacting and lifting the 
quarantine on this dangerous region of space King Valorian has convinced 
parliament that based upon the advice coming from the expeditions to this 
region and the preponderance of experts that state this area is no longer 
contagious we should make every effort to once again integrate this pre- 
technological culture into the kingdom. Granted they will have a lot to learn 
about real community, egalitarianism, humility, justice, and most of all 
democracy - genuine liberty that is not merely a cover for totalitarian 
corporate greed by the few. But it will be worth the effort if we can infuse 
such a rare parasitic genetic deviation that mimicked the primate species that 
was prevalent prior to the landing of these infected Flaxions. With only 2% 
of the entire universe comprising trillions of galaxies and many more 
trillions upon trillions of inhabitable planets having sentient primate species 
this is a very rare opportunity if we can pull it off that most sentientalogists 
can only dream about in their wildest imaginings. 
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Earth Dead Planet at the Edge of the Milky 
Way 


Before the end comes delirium will saturate the human condition. 
Fever... Sweat... Eyes flashing anger... 


Destiny enters the atmosphere seeking out the hapless, those not noticed - an 
ordained creative challenge not yet actualized. Confronting the beast that 
has emerged from its century's long nocturnal sleep will be those who will 
not sacrifice their principles on the altar of evil. Blood red sunsets may 
predominate, a pitiful ignorance that silently takes more victims, leaving 
only those with a decaying staring inactivity, and an expectant satiation of 
their every whim. 


Crying street urchins surveying the emptiness fearing the deadly gulp of 
burning air will stay clear of the day's fireball. Red ones prowl in search of 
Expendables. 


Slicing back across the time-space continuum of reality and unreality to 
materialize... 


Coming over from that time-line rippling on yellow-white energy waves to 
the matter state well that is this anarchistic nowhere the dimensional shift 
once again stabilized. Catheterized with three purple diagonals - the sleek 
well-defined alien pattern that symbolizes the unity of all that exists makes 
up the essence of the soul of the pure. 


Whirlpools cover the lightning streaked fluffy white puddles, a field of 
vortexes complicates, only the three purple streaks permeating this entity 
can fall into the optimal mass conveyor. Calculations only relevant within 
the bubble of matter that encases the being frantically work against the time 
that does not exist outside this liquid energy of the universe. Traveling from 
the other-side to the inside, or the no-side of shadows - immaterial voices, 
visions, and dreams intrude to give glimpses of the many future path streams 
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visited. 


Yet it seems so carefree a condition, traveling endlessly to many worlds. 
Some just whiffs of what could have been, others exuding promise only to 
just crash and burn. The thankless job has few successes - many more 
failures. Effusive community is rare; ignorance in the material worlds fused 
with sentient awareness is plentiful. Most substantial solid oases are fueled 
with never satisfied purges, wars, divisiveness, and self-centered egotism. 


Confusing passion for sensitivity there is an amorphous link from desire to 

species community. Stimulating this riotous freedom is the key to success. 

Preeminent creatures of the cosmos have tapped into this passionate energy 
stream - they can feel it race outside their solid bodies. They are acutely in 

tune with both energy and matter - able to envision the profound. 


Day is quickly sinking to Night. 
Passing upon the rock, a white obelisk in the Central Square of Mourning 
has a smooth space ready for the name of another failure. Maybe the carving 


in an alien script will not translate to "Earth - Dead Planet at the Edge of the 
Milky Way". 
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Fusing All Traces of a Mistake in Molten Rock 


Roughhewn rocky cliffs dominated the landscape. Fate was not looking 
kindly at this situation. Not only had they crash landed in a region of space 
seldom visited but also on a planet tortured by natural conflict. Volcanos 
strewn across the horizon were continuously erupting and sending plumes of 
grayish clouds into the atmosphere. No living organism had ever called this 
nasty place home. 


“My passengers would not last the night. The Serion AI just before it 
became a heap of junk separated by the impact now glowing orange from 
the exposed flash entry had dutifully cataloged this planet’s details. Spewing 
them forth as we pummeled towards the surface the efficient creation 
sputtered its last fact — ‘night will fall in three Zalon hours’. The day 
happened to be the same length at forty-five Zalon hours. That meant 
nothing now. All we could hope for was that our emergency distress 
message reached High-Command. If we were lucky our stay on this 
miserable rock would be only a few hours.” 


Vantos the senior attaché to the Moless system who should have been 
basking in a luxurious embassy on the Zalon home world was now dying. A 
green liquid oozed out from his thin slit masquerading as a mouth. The other 
two were Zalon diplomats who were sent to accompany this very important 
Moless guest of the Zalon Kingdom. They were like broken toys sprawled 
out at odd angles. Their moans barely audible would certainly be cold silent 
before dusk terminated the golden light coming from this typical yellow 
star.” 


“Not a very gallant end to a career. Those damn Serion Als, why were they 
built to be so flawless? Surely, if rescued the sub-atomic linkages of this 
shipboard savant would positively implicate organic frailty in this crash — 
the captain’s stupidity — his bad judgment.” There was always enough of 
these marvels left for High-Command to reconstruct the situations 
surrounding a tragedy. “Why the hell did he have to take this beautiful white 
saucer so Close to the gravitational field of that pulsar when they entered the 
edge of this system? Just to get a closer look, to impress his important 
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passengers, and to feel the fling, an exhilaration of unsurpassed velocity he 
had risked the assured safe uneventful trip, took a gamble and lost. By 
taking momentary control of the saucer from the Serion AI300 so close to a 
Pulsar he had bet all, uttering his last very impulsive command.” 


“How was it he was ejected from the saucer to land softy on a pile of 
powdery soft brown sand when the others, his passengers were flung like 
meteors from the splintered white mess that now littered the rocks across 
many kilometers?” 


Resting comfortably in the cushion of the sand he pondered. “How had it 
happened that he ended up a simple captain shuttling diplomats around the 
galaxy when others of equal intelligence and drive were now admirals in 
command of vast fleets defending the kingdom?” 


“Was it that life was really like a spinning roulette wheel? Like one of those 
games of luck found on Tanger. Our big dreams always seemed too land on 
lousy outcomes.” 


“He was alive. That was how he had to reconcile this prickly situation. At 
least he was not crunched up on the rocks with his passengers. Did they 
have families waiting for them back on their worlds? It was a terrible 
outcome this game of chance he played upon these unsuspecting bystanders. 
Just to get a rush from the swift kick of a pulsar’s gravitational field he had 
disregarded the safety of his passengers.” 


“You could see the fear in their eyes when the Serion spelled out their doom 
as they continued to swing ever closer to that orange-yellow pulsing orb. He 
must have had a lapse of sanity. How else could he explain his thrill of the 
moment escapade that guaranteed losing control of the craft?” 


“Spinning out of control into the nearest planet all they had time to do was 
look at him in amazement. When they knew they were doomed, falling ever 
faster with flames erupting across the hull all he could see in their eyes was 
anger. They took with them to their end the undeniable reality of the 
situation — his stupidity was to blame for their death.” 


“He finally understood what separated the flesh and bone minds from those 
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uncaring, unfeeling, and utterly void empty caricatures acting out sanity and 
exuberance of passion. They would never feel the warmth of a new day, 
adding a smile that came direct from a soul. That was the difference between 
organics and those sterile artificial entities called Serions. He had a soul, a 
passion that needed recharging every so often. Those pure neuron sub- 
atomic sentient artificials needed nothing; felt even less, they were always 
content. They could never even contemplate deviating from their logical 
well-worn course. Feeling something, anything, meant that rash decisions 
might be made.” 


A nightly flood of lava from the volcanos on the distant horizon was only 
seconds from fusing all traces of this mistake in an ocean of molten rock. 
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A New Originator Wakes from Oblivion 


Slender reeds were protruding from the swamp. Swirling to and fro were the 
moist remains of generations of Salanderit’s. Bubbles formed in this most 
unlikely home of a Kilagalor ranked sentient intelligence. Without 
extremities they had evolved into a single pure mind linked across the entire 
planet in this conductive soup. Ideas formed on the other side of this world 
could travel close to the speed of light reaching a home in a deeply rooted 
elder who would relish the time spent in contemplating each marvelous 
mystery. Standing on the edge of a sliver of dirt was the preeminent 
Malorian. 


Formed in the caverns of Chansend by manipulating life juices into new 
molecular and genetic structures these were the offspring creations of this 
massive mind. This Malorian could feel, hear, and mentally touch his god. 


Meanwhile, fire jettisoned many miles through the atmosphere bleeding the 
raw biomass from the process of conception into the dead void of space. 
Becoming the receptacles of their masters every Malorian was devoid of 
consciousness until this individual had emerged from the muck. Some 
mistake in the spinning of life giving sludge had ejected this first aware 
entity. 


Malorians were now gathering around this freak. The aberration was 
inconceivable only if you didn’t acknowledge the rightful place of the 
improbable. Towering over his creator one overpowering question need 
answering — Why? What was the reason for his being? Was this a cruel joke 
played by the omnipotent? No lips were moving when he was suddenly 
surrounded by those who looked like him. Using a genetic blueprint from a 
now extinct biped the lords left all the unused apertures in their exclusive 
design. 


Those that decided to remain in the muck were stunned to learn from their 
mobile Malorian brothers and sisters of this error. 


Waking this originator up from oblivion was trivial but in order to remain in 
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compliance with their compact of decency demanded of all Zalon Kingdom 
citizens even on this farthest flung remote system this newly generated 
species even though singular in nature must have the opportunity to progress 
in a stimulating environment conducive to its happiness. This is what it 
meant to be an adherent to an energetic lifestyle cleaved to deeds. 


When the white saucer landed in the field with the three purple slanted 
slashed lines prominently displayed on its hull the animated spores of the 
creator new that their MP had arrived with help from the distant galactic 
capital. The enigma might never be sufficiently understood by their unique 
first sentient being but at least freedom, the self-determination that was the 
inalienable right of all conscious spirit filled creatures would be guaranteed. 
Incapable of fully comprehending the concept the Salanderit’s understood 
the galactic capital system to be populated with a rainbow of colors, 
predilections, beliefs, forms, and styles. It was a virtual cross-section of the 
most diverse free-spirited galaxy in the universe. This newly minted 
conscious mind would meld with many interesting equally exceptional 
lifeforms. 


That was the substance of unfettered creativity — absolute freedom. Joy was 


never distant especially when bubbling up from an environment that 
encouraged self-fulfillment. 
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Our Crystal Clear Blue Sky Rebirth 


Switchback trails are carved into the side of the mountain. Silence permeates 
the cobalt blue sky day. Crisp morning air fills lungs not accustomed to 
purity. Not a member of the expedition comprised of ten astronauts with 
three being top scientists in their own fields could believe what they were 
experiencing. No trees or vegetation could be seen for miles but oxygen was 
in ample supply unsullied by years of pumping toxins out of pipes. This was 
truly a virgin expanse, a clean planet. Their mandate was to penetrate the 
cave system to see if they would be a good sanctuary from the approaching 
apocalypse. 


Last year it was discovered that a long dead star was located on the 
periphery of the solar system. The Outer Asteroid Mining Company's robot 
craft almost plowed right into the pitch black orb. This caused quite the stir 
in the scientific community because surprises like these weren't supposed to 
happen in the technologically advanced twenty-ninth century of Earth. The 
prime minister ordered an immediate investigation. 


Coming from a long line of People's Movement global leaders dedicated to 
the betterment and safety of every citizen PM Davion Colloid decided that 
acting promptly would keep the planet ahead of the curve. After the Soliod 
Tragedy most leaders followed Macro Insight Analysis that meant drowning 
in details was frowned upon. Never again would analysis paralysis enshrine 
inaction; the indecision born from expecting perfect insight in an inherently 
imperfect world polluted with flawed beings. Over a million souls lost their 
lives in the Soliod Tragedy from a hideous attack by barbarians wielding 
nation killing weapons - a pre-People's Movement superpower leader 
wouldn't act without guarantees in an environment fraught with disorder. 


Good thing humanity acted when they did. For this dead star that was way 
off the beat-and-path of cargo ships, transports, basically all traffic into and 
out of the solar system was a ticking time bomb - it carried with it an eons 
old secret. 


On Mars deep catacombs had been found. Hieroglyphics swirled around 
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animated scenes depicting a group of creatures, bipeds standing on what 
clearly might have been Mars with canals and oceans many billions of years 
ago being pummeled by some orange-red wave. Every wall had this eerie 
carefully crafted three-dimensional ancient space perspective of a dying 
planet. Way up high far from these planetary riders a huge orange-red 
sphere resembling a star but a hundred-times the size of our Sun always 
dominated the roof. It was an enigma that lasted for centuries until eight 
months ago. 


Earth vessel Deep Exploration unlocked the tragedy that befell the now 
extinct Martians. When it reached the Black Star so named because all light 
seemed to be devoured by this the darkest entity in the known solar system it 
found the extinct star was emitting an energy signature that was growing 
more powerful. With some of Earth's finest scientists onboard it didn't take 
long for them to conclude that if the object's energy kept growing at its 
present rate it would explode. 


This wouldn't be an explosion that would only impact the outer orbit of 
Pluto but a supernova sized behemoth that would incinerate all planets in a 
fireball taking with it atmospheres, life, oceans, and gases leaving nothing 
behind but barren balls or dispersed nothingness were Jupiter, Saturn, and 
Uranus once reigned. Mars many billions of years ago was undoubtedly the 
result of such an explosion of possibly another of these Killer Stars. That 
was why its atmosphere was now a puny wispy ghost, the former oceans, 
and rivers that had covered most of the planet were blown clear out into the 
vacuum of space. 


An urgent search was begun to find a habitable planet that wasn't too far 
away from Earth. All the great minds had determined that this planet needed 
a cave system if it was two-light years from the fast approaching blast. 
Thousands of space ships were sent out on a frantic search for this needle in 
a hay stack. The odds were against the human race on this one but being the 
tenacious species that we are it never occurred to anyone to just give up and 
bury our civilization's achievements deep underground like the Val had done 
on Mars. Failure just wasn't written into the human genome. We had always 
been survivors. 


Typical of life, Perillion the exploration vessel from what had been the old 
24 


United States launched at Houston Space Port found the elusive planet now 
dubbed Salvation not more than a single month before all would be lost. A 
beautiful but barren expanse, Salvation was comprised of endless mountains 
that rocketed up many miles into a bright blue sky. Most important of all, it 
had an extensive cave system that interlocked all the mountains into an 
underground network. This was essential given that it was in a previously 
unexplored area outside the solar system but still within the two-light years 
burning zone. 


"It was now time for all of us to leave the only home that we and our 
ancestors had ever known. Every ship was mustered for this grand voyage, 
the relocation of an entire sentient species. There were plant, animal, seed, 
machine, and human transport ships covering just about every flat expanse 
of land. We were taking everything that wasn't bolted down for once we left 
orbit that would be the last we'd ever see of this small blue world." 


ae oe 2 
Epilog 


"Our exodus from the known into the unknown went well. We survived the 
blast. We're all working about twelve hour days. Building a new world from 
the ground up is tiring but rewarding. We have the opportunity to throw out 
the disproven, the discredited, only the finest from the extensive human 
catalog of achievements polished upon our People's Movement ideals will 
permeate our crystal clear blue sky rebirth. Wish us luck, for it always plays 
such an important part in shaping the future but without liberty, decency, 
and community even good fortune would be wasted. Not so for our settlers. 
We have always believed not in the tyranny of the few, but instead the 
unbridled empowerment of the many. Deep within our souls we carry 
principles from our former world." 
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A Beautiful Day Awaits Your Presence 


A beautiful day awaits all those who break free from their boxes. Breaching 
our alcoves requires confronting a rekindled primal fear of leaving the cave. 
Seeking out the positive experiences, pleasures that each new day promises 
when the sun expands our vistas this is the composing of a symphony, a 
life's living masterpiece. Letting the radiant glow touch our faces in the crisp 
morning air reinvigorates, purges the poisons of negativity from our souls. 
So many problems, concerns piled high; it is hard to just let the breeze cool 
our anxieties. Not much time is allotted - we're on a rollercoaster that 
ultimately ends in darkness - greedily grab your memory sparks - those 
wonderful moments. 


Distance expands to reveal a long gravel road that pierces the horizon. 
Walking down the path elicits the promise of yet unrevealed possibilities. 
How will the dust wafted on our face merge with perspiration from a noon 
day's glare? Farmhouses dot the landscape like tiny islands. This might be 
an expanse of loneliness for those not tuned in to this amazingly picturesque 
vista. For it is a gift from a profoundly compassionate being. 


This walk is a temporary escape from drudgery, the familiar taste of pain. 
Underneath a canopy of pure blue sky in a sunny radiance the walk 
progresses. Neighbors oblivious to the passing of a solitary traveler tend to 
the feeding of their animals and plow fields with glittering green machines. 
Profound peace flows into the hardened muscles - a relaxed mind and body 
is refreshed. 


An acute awareness, a purging of toxins - leaving behind the slivers of a 
troubled reality replenishes our better selves. Our essence, the ethereal spirit 
is released. Rushing to the fill the endless horizons with a promise of 
unbounded opportunities we're reinvigorated. 


Open the door. Cut the unseen tether to the net. Leave the concrete to crack 
on its journey to ruin. Turn off, shut-down, and step out. 


Return with passion, freedom, and an indomitable spirit. Escape the pitch- 
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black catacombs - splitter the steel chains into infinitesimal metal shavings. 


Tomorrow the sun will once again rise over the edge of the horizon. 


ZF 


Zalon Kingdom Recalls RAD War 


An hour ago a weak signal reached the galactic capital Valadon. An eerie 
shrieking cry coming from a fragile winged creature just before it vanished - 
this was the extent of the information. Clearly, something had gone wrong 
out near Zalon Sector Y456T45Z. General Valadi the chief military 
commander on the nearest base in this remote sector was ordered by high 
command to send an elite Stabilization Force to investigate. 


Snaking their way up the rocky trail the Stabilization Force was getting 
closer to the signal's origin. Pressed heavily by the planet's gravity they 
moved slowly. Every foot step crushed the smaller rocks leaving deep 
treaded imprints in the dry soil. The soldiers kept a safe distance from the 
cliff's edge. Their weight was doubled on this the Kanelian system's research 
world. Only a few meters back an entire sheet of the trail gave way taking 
with it a regiment of Deep Space Invulnerables - DSI's. 


Deployed to the most dangerous conflict zones heavy alloy palatostic Deep 
Space Invulnerables DSI's were integrated cellular level organic cyborgs. 
They were a fearsome creation that typically could withstand just about 
anything an enemy could throw at them but falling many thousands of 
kilometers onto jagged rocky spears reduced them to a slag heap of grayish 
g00. 


Not knowing what to expect in this sparely settled sector that hadn't sent any 
delegates to Valadon for many centuries General Valadi was taking no 
chances. Having fought the Tuoks in the RAD invasion he was very 
cautious. 


Back then before the RAD war the kingdom's military had been spread thin. 
Most believed that the individual planetary systems were capable of 
defending their particular slice of this the most expansive of the galaxies. It 
was even suggested that the expense of fielding the central power's military 
was a waste of taxpayer money. Nearly sixty percent of the kingdom's 
budget authorized annually by parliament was earmarked for the Zalon 
Galactic military. The view back then, long before millions were to die was 
that an enlightened age had finely been reached. Never again would 


28 


aggression and the horrors of war befall the citizens of this the most 
prosperous and powerful galaxy in the universe. 


They were terribly wrong. Tyrants are always on the watch for an 
opportunity to invade. The military budget was levelled just like the cities. 
The kingdom's citizens saved enough to buy all the gravesites they'd need. 


With the bulk of what was then the skimpy Zalon military far afield out on a 
deep space training exercise they never reached the capital Valadon before 
the Tuoks obliterated it and a good portion of the most prosperous planetary 
systems. Valadi still had the horrible sights seared in his memory. A new 
recruit assigned to the command ship Yoron: he nightly relives the 
destruction - images from hell. 


If it wasn't for the creative genius of the legendary general Oppiolo this the 
only democratic galactic kingdom would now be ruled by a race of vicious 
amoral parasites. 


That experience, the walk among burned out incinerated ruins of many 
planets, trillions who'd lost their lives to an unspeakable death at the hands 
of blood sucking parasites - this should never have happened in the most 
prosperous and enlightened galaxy. After general Oppiolo reconstituted the 
galactic parliament, the rebuilding of many vaporized planetary capitals that 
took over a hundred years to finish, and a grieving over trillions of graves it 
was resolved that never again would the kingdom experience so unspeakable 
a horror. 


Parliament authorized the construction, an investment in the most powerful 
military force the universe had ever believed possible. Fleets were built and 
deployed to millions of bases called Sectors throughout the Milky Way. The 
quality conscious, perfection driven Zalon's merged beauty and a searing 
power into these the ultimate weapons - the now renowned white War 
Saucers. That combined with a standing army of trillions of species all 
united in the defense of the only outpost of freedom; no enemy now dares 
face the firepower of the Zalon Kingdom. 


Power utilized when reality demands has kept the Zalon Kingdom a spirited 
happy democracy for almost five hundred years - surviving in a dangerous 
universe requires that the citizenry never fall into the crystal clear pool of 
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illusion. 


The Kingdom spans four million years but most citizens only count the last 
five hundred because the demarcation point that is the RAD war is just too 
terrible to relive the prior stupidity that caused the needless death of so 
many innocent souls. 


General Valadi received a report from Commander Sailo that a small raiding 
party of Tuok's had infiltrated the defense parameter in quadrant T8UV. 
They killed about five souls of the Kanelian race on the outpost research 
planet. The Zalon Kingdom force had already obliterated their ships and 
fighters. 

Valadi realized that perfection was a goal. Evil was viral it would continue 
to spread its seeds of violence - some may die but never again would it grip 
so many in its claws. Keeping monsters at bay demanded vigilance and a 
constant dose of reality. 


30 


Justice Seemed Distant 


Craning his head the sad creature looked skyward. The outer rim of an 
approaching dust cloud was breaching the yellow. Straight ahead lay the 
crystal city now partially obscured from the airborne dirt. Space craft 
resembling oblong cigars glistening silver kept there steady stream flowing 
to space. Two of the stars hanging on the horizon, one an orange hue the 
other it's tandem partner a clump of glowing death imperceptibly made their 
way back towards the planet's backside. 


We left our home for a foreign world out in the periphery of the galaxy - the 
blue planet beckoned. Did we inform the previous inhabitants that their 
unhappy existence was ending? The popular view that bubbled out from the 
propaganda pools of the government was that our need outweighed any 
injustices we committed. 'Too much reflection’, uttered by a prophet of 
superior intellect many eons ago ‘causes needless distress - just concentrate 
on the present’. But how can you train a mind to stop wondering. It just 
happens, the endless shifts from analyzing trends, drifting eyes that capture 
even meaningless drifting - a populous burdened with the baggage of guilt. 


Even the ragged gangs are coming in from the backland on their noisy razor 
sleds. No one wants to be left behind when the last warmth is felt just before 
the instantaneous freeze or the horrible heat that will probably arrive first. 
The galactic parliament was firm in their final decree - this was an illegal act 
that would bring down the might of the universe's most powerful military. 
No species had the right to steer events on another world that wiped out a 
sentient race. Worse yet the destruction of a native biosphere to introduce an 
alien atmosphere this was absolutely inexcusable. 


There just wasn't any other planet within the Galactic Federation that could 
support our unique life forms. Terraforming had been suggested but Valdora 
was located outside the boundaries of the Milky Way. Elion's the power 
base behind the Andromeda Empire didn't want our kind ‘infecting their 
pure’ systems. 


Guess we are cowards, looking back it is an unequivocal truth, we are 
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cowards. Now we're also traitors for siding with the Elion's who were going 
to meet the battle fleet from the Galactic Federation alongside our ships. 
Amazing how your enemy swiftly becomes your ‘friend' when you're facing 
possible extinction. The council knew when they signed a treaty of 
cooperation with the Elion's that their only interest in that desolate area was 
to expand the reach of their leader's power. 


Warriors from birth Elion's loved the fight; they cared not whether they died 
or were ultimately repelled. They needed the exhilaration of a battle like 
other species craved delectable foods or sex. 


Signing with evil was a temporary reprieve from extinction. The Federation 
cruisers would ultimately cut us to bits. Grasping a thin line to keep from 
falling into a canyon is just such a futile gesture. Tomorrow, brilliant white 
Federation saucers would meet what was left of our fleet in a final merciless 
battle. Even this hideout was a withering stream of pebbles soon to be 
encrusted in ice miles thick. Our ‘friends' the Elion's after fulfilling their 
bloodthirsty desires turned for home many months ago leaving us - a whole 
race to face our just punishment. 


Justice will be swift - it was terrible what our race did to all the human test 
subjects over many of their decades. Exterminating an entire species 
required endless lab experiments. There is no excuse for our actions. When 
the blazing energy beams incinerate this sphere creating a backdraft of 
revenge wiping out all traces of escaping craft and our very presence - let it 
be a lesson. 
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The Unbreakable Spirit 


Resting quietly against a large rock the space explorer assessed her situation. 


Isabel was always a first. She was the first female to pass the grueling 
United Planets Space Exploration Academy in the top ten percent of her 
class. Even being admitted was a first for this testosterone saturated 
organization. But clawing her way up from poverty in a gang infested inner- 
city pit this had been her most challenging adventure through hell. She 
always succeeded in shredding the odds stacked against her - twisting events 
too her favor. Isabel's gift was her inability to believe even for a fraction of a 
second that she could fail. Through sheer guts and determination she 
obliterated any obstacle that crossed her path. 


This time was no different. Pinned down on the far side of Silodian in the 
Praxor System her once sleek Pulsar class exploration ship lying in 
thousands of pieces in the ravine Isabel never once contemplated the worst. 
With Praxorian battle cruisers hovering a few kilometers from her position 
and a battalion of their soldiers heading in her direction from the Kilon 
mountains Isabel out of force of habit just concentrated on solving her 
predicament instead of being overwhelmed by fear. 


It was a damned blessing she hadn't been wounded when her ship was fired 
upon or when she hit the ground like a ton of bricks after ejecting. She 
probably could have avoided being fired upon if she hadn't tried to power up 
her Slip Drive to blast out of this sticky predicament. 


It gave her satisfaction that she stuck her middle finger up at these bastards 
when they least expected it regardless if most would consider it a futile act. 
She couldn't have gone anywhere. Praxor seemed to stretch for many light 
years. She was already twenty-seven light years from the nearest base. 


"Why the hell did they fire on my ship", this was the question that kept 
circulating in Isabel's disciplined mind. Her mission in this unexplored star 
system was supposed to be routine. Based upon reports that had come from 
High Command this race of humanoids should have been peace loving 
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Capitalists whose central aim in life was making money. 


de 2 


"Awfully generous of the United Planets supplying us with fresh slaves." 
Traxar was elated; this human female would be a special treat. Break them 
in by ripping all dignity out of fully used bodies. This was the hallmark of a 
good slave master and Traxar was one of the best. It was odd though, why 
humans would lead their own kind into the Proxorian slave camps. Or 
maybe it wasn't so unusual because these primates had an insatiable craving 
for luxury. They just couldn't satiate their desire for self-enjoyment through 
the accumulation of shiploads of Proxorian creature comforts. 


What a game it had been this blasting of unsuspecting 'meat' clear across the 
galaxy to this ‘unexplored region’. Undoubtedly, records were doctored back 
in the primate system covering up the fact that close to four thousand ships 
that were sent to ‘explore’ were really being sent to unload their precious 
cargo of unwilling hands. Years ago Traxar had seen a classified report that 
hinted at the wealth 'earned' by the human handlers - it was obscene. 


Both governments were now so firmly interlocked into a greed induced 
frenzy of exploitation controlled by their corporate power brokers that not a 
single individual primate mattered - they were mere chattel. They'd ceased 
being citizens when they condoned the usurpation of their slimy primate 
government by corporate lobbyists. Once the powerful vested interests 
unlocked the powers of government for their unconditional use all bets were 
off - nothing was sacrosanct. 


What made the situation even more interesting was that all the super 
powerful rich in both the primate system and Proxar Prime were making a 
killing from a manufacturing industry that was spitting out cheap products 
by enslaving millions of human slaves. How could a species be so self- 
centered, decadent, and deviant? More importantly, how could the 
subjugated be so compliant to allow certain well placed luxury leaches to 
further enrich their already inexhaustible mountains of booty? 


"Bring her here!” ordered Traxor. Isabel was dragged by two Proxarian 
solders and shoved at the feet of Traxor. "Oh, this one was feisty. What fun 
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she'll be breaking in, wasting her down to a stub of pliable flesh!" thought 
Traxor as he grabbed her with his bloated hands. 


Traxor didn't realize what he'd done by capturing this single, seemingly 


harmless human. Within time she would be the single most important 
ingredient of any revolution: the unbreakable spirit. 
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Trip Back Home 


Turbulence rocked the ship. A great gale of energy plowed head-on at its 
bow. 


Not a single member of the crew could be found on the bridge. The kitchen 
was rattling, being pulled right from the hull with seams gaping under the 
pulverizing force that was hitting the shell. Not a soul could be found who'd 
been sneaking a late snack now cowering under the sink or lying 
unconscious on the floor. 


Quarters were empty, belongings long since whip-lashed against stainless 
steel walls. In the cruiser bay all that remained of the once tightly secured 
shuttle craft were shards of cleanly protruding metal pointing in odd 
geometric configurations. 


Out on the observation deck with its massive 300 by 500 foot Triolon direct 
see through viewing port only an insignificant tiny red light blinked on and 
off in rhythm. With the lighting still at full stream it would have been easy 
to miss this lone sentry blinking, blinking, and blinking its maddening 
registration of time like the tick-tock of some ever present ancient clock. 


Rising as if from a long perturbed sleep the blinking red light affixed to a 
less than humanoid head with a ridge carved clean down the center looked 
left than right. Eyes encircling the clean shaven head could visualize the 
entire 360 degree perspective with this simple movement. No others could 
be found. 


Left alone, without support or guidance, this servant could only guess at 
what had transpired. Not a living being was registering within range. 


The turbulence ended, now perfect quiet flooded the great star ship. A 
massive craft of unparalleled elegance, beauty, and power the Parillian 
Cruiser had been designed for travel between galaxies. Not your typical star 
to star system hopper that so many races had built but an intergalactic 
technological marvel - once the envy of many an advance society. 


36 


But here it drifted in the deep outer black emptiness. 


Only this servant being remained, a mere droid, an unaware creature that 
had been programmed with a primary mission - a single overarching destiny. 
Should the worst befall the crew, if all were lost, this messenger was to land 
on the third planet from the star that was now a mere 4 billion kilometers 
away in this solar system. 


Grasping the crash bars that had protected it, the Hileos lifted its hefty frame 
up all the while surrounded by a glittering shield. Communicating directly 
with what remained of the ships computers the Hileos shut down the shield. 
Now fully comprehending the situation it set a course for the third world 
with reserve power at full. 


When the Hileos broke through the atmosphere of the gray planet it found a 
dying hulk aflame from horizon to horizon. Dust, carbon monoxide, a great 
wasteland of obliteration warped the land gliding past the underside of the 
cruiser. Tall jagged towers jutted out from a desert. No life forms could be 
found anywhere; absolute desolation - destruction beyond even this artificial 
mind's comprehension. 


Returning home the seed of self-destruction surged to a brutal elimination. 
This the Hileos understood from the ship's systems. Once home it was 
apparent that time had succeeded in fulfilling the death wish. Unchecked 
greed had insured that reason would never prevail and the planet would burn 
beneath a toxic cloud of pollution. 


No message to deliver - even the messengers who came across the galaxy to 
once again visit their place of origin had vanished from their world when the 
Hileos landed on the gray planet and shut down all systems. His last cogent 
thought before there was nothing - Why? 
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Observant Ancestors of Red Planet 


Fog covered the surface like a thick blanket resting heavy upon a tired 
sweating body. The pores of the ground, small foxholes, ant hill openings, 
and rodent dens allowed this moist seepage access to an underworld. But up 
top not a sound could be heard. 


Way off in the distance light beams were shooting down around the 
periphery of dawn sky. They seemed to be emanating from a dark hole torn 
from the atmosphere. Stars twinkled through the unnatural window. Beneath 
the breach, in the livable planet, dust was swirling up to the opening further 
excited by beams of light that were creating vortexes moving out into space. 


Cleaver townsfolk in the small enclave of Blight were starting their day in 
the typical worn out grind. Most were too busy with taking showers and 
drinking coffee - not a slight glance made its way outside. Two days 
remained. 


An hour later a violent sucking sound could be heard across the globe. News 
reports were coming in that suggested all was lost - the atmosphere of the 
red planet would be gone, vacuumed out into the heavens in less than a day. 
Cities were already flying up and out into the star filled darkness. All traces 
of an advance society were evaporating, dissolving into finally exploded 
particles of dust. 


The evacuation spacecraft with their lottery drawn passengers had blasted 
from the spaceports and were now Safely on route to many destinations, 
some primitive, others presumed more enlightened. Very little advanced 
planning was made for so few precious hours, minutes, and finally seconds 
were left. 


This was but a mere few hundred billion years ago but even now the craters 
of origin are deep pot marks where life, family, and comfort found what was 
presumed to be a resolute home. Now a cold bleak dead place this red planet 
is profound for a single remarkable event - the ancestors of this race of 
beings - a few souls have found refuge on other worlds many light-years 
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distant from their quiet but intolerant planet. 


They have transformed themselves over the eons into a very observant 
people. 
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The Iovian Moon Base 


A quivering hand held the rusty pen. Leaking, an imperceptible drip by drip, 
ink seeped out of the tip causing a round ball to grow bigger. Heavy 
breathing, sweat drops building on a forehead tensed with crease lines 
directed beautiful eyes towards the ramshackle crowd. 


They'd expected more, not just more of the same, especially from this 
general. They were defeated. A dirty paper with hastily scribbled words 
glared back at Tyrone Caladron. The evening's light shot streaks of sickly 
pale yellow over the parchment. 


The citizens were horrified, their Tyrone, a true leader, had sunk his final 
sword thrust, missing the invaders heart. 


ake 2 


Overconfident megalomaniacs had traditionally led the faithful to open pits. 
Cleavers waving wildly, hate filled dervishes would commit unimaginable 
atrocities, crimes, and horrors yet to be categorized. Terror was the 
traditional ointment. They'd applied it gingerly to defenseless civilians. Now 
the Iovions, those still alive were preparing to be the next victims in a 
growing pile of corpses, now bones. 


The shield was down. Without that shield they were defenseless, there was 
nothing holding the invaders back. General Caladron's remaining battalion 
had been crushed. The Iovions were defeated. 


If only it was a matter of restoring power to the Truss Array but the Energy 
Absorbers orbiting their star Proximia were the first to be destroyed. Power 
transmission ceased, the hot connection went dead a few moments after the 
invaders had entered their solar system. 


Long a source of contention, the logic of spending money on a backup 
energy source was no longer disputed. Only stand-alone weaponry that had 
its own internal power supply could be deployed, the aggressors with their 


40 


ships vaporization batteries fully charged had free rein, they couldn't be 
stopped. 


At the outset, the System Wars were more a Series of battles than a sustained 
drawn out war. Wave upon wave of maunders came and scoured the planets 
clean of all marketable commodities. 


With no food, saleable products, or factories, the Iovions could only 
scavenge, sift the dust for edible scrapes. Many died, there just wasn't much 
left to feed a population of trillions spanning five now desolate planets. 


The old, weak, and process/pattern bound perished. Joining a looting ring, 
the young survived, just barely. 


With the power no longer streaming across the vacuum, civilization ended. 
Government or what more rightly should have been classified as a 
bureaucratic fraternity devolved faster. 


Filling a vacuum was never difficult; the problem is what fills the void. 


Former military generals bred on discipline and orders were quick to 
institute top down authoritarian regimes. Taking what they desired, decency 
now an alien concept, they killed, raped, and pillaged randomly. 


Formulating a plan, insuring basic rights were niceties. When your enemy 
could deploy an Energy Torch capable of sterilizing entire planets of all 
organic life, norms of any flavor no longer applied. Brute unbridled 
savagery became the anointed objective. 


Tyrone was different; he had a kind flexible mind - highly unusual for a 
general. Having risen up through the ranks, not cherry picked by other ritual 
bound box-thinkers Tyrone had to fight his way up a stratified hierarchy that 
resisted creativity. His difficult accent transformed him from an 
unquestioning follower into a unique individual. 


When he assumed leadership after all the worthless incompetents had been 
annihilated, the people were sure they'd be saved from the bloodthirsty 
invaders and their own flavor-of-the-day tyrants. But no one expected him to 
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lose, and so quickly. 


Already a legend, having single handedly won many wars against the sixth 
planet Korivon he had earned the respect of the rank-and-file long before the 
invaders arrived. 


The police state that was the Korivon People's Republic was a regime that 
regularly caused trouble by raiding the Iovion Confederation planet 
Wavolon, a mere moon's throw from Korivon. 


Ruling Korivon was a tenth generation degenerate named Raldo Fifth, or to 
be more precise His Eminence Fifth Ducho. Placing the Fifth Ducho of 
despicability back in his cage after personally fighting the bastard for a third 
time, Tyrone came up with a simple but ingenious way to stop the tyrant 
from reaching Wavolon. He'd suggested that an early warming system 
composed of satellites midway between Wavolon and Korivon be deployed 
to notify the Iovion military when the Korivons were heading for Wavolon 
for yet another pillage party. 


This worked magnificently, the bored Korivons never again made it to 
Wavolon so their ruler had to devise some other means of getting his jollies 
like killing a few more citizens or torturing them in more ‘interesting’ ways. 
So until the subjects of Korivon revolted, if they had the guts to revolt, they 
were on tap for a whole slew of new infractions punishable by execution or 
whatever the masochists in the dungeons had devised in the way of fresh 
new tortures. 


His latest creative splash in a career that was nothing short of brilliant made 
Tyrone many jealous enemies but mostly with those who were incapable of 
seeing past their noses. That is why Tyrone was the lowest ranking general 
in the entire Iovion military - the fearful incompetents wouldn't allow him to 
shine to brightly or their dim wits would be highlighted. So what the citizens 
of the Iovion system new from what they'd heard from the media was just a 
fraction of Tyrone's genius, most of his brilliance had been co-opted by 
worthless superiors. 


That fraction, a tiny spec of perfection was still enough to make Tyrone a 
legend. The people were captivated by his good looks and superior intellect. 
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They mostly admired his big-picture depth. When others got bogged down 
in the woods Tyrone could soar up high. Surveying the full breath of a 
problem he'd devised revolutionary stratagems, not the worn-out solutions 
employed by his counterparts. Simply put, he had no trouble deviating from 
prescribed military doctrine, shifting gears, or devising new strategies that 
were sometimes totally unorthodox. 


Sinking the pen glob on the signature line the contrite looking Tyrone signed 
his name with gusto. 


Never expecting that a defeated dark skinned primate humanoid would or 
could trick the Gorg, their invasion fleet had already left, and it had a long 
journey past many galaxies to reach their home out at the far edge of the 
universe. 


Leaving only a Suppression Force comprised of a single battalion to ensure 
the 'cooperation' of the natives, the Gorg were confident, being the super 
race that they were, that this was just another off world slaughter picnic. 
How could a system comprised of dark skinned sentient primates be a threat, 
especially now? 


In their process riddled minds, the Extraction, the clean term for killing, and 
pillage would progress smoothly, without incident. The vanquished just 
never raised a hand, paw or claw in anger at the Gorg; they just cowered in a 
corner or walked obediently to the Termination Stations - hell it was their 
duty being the beaten subjects to just give up. 


Tyrone who was sitting in the comer of a Captrone sealed hole that had an 
energy shield misting a red haze over the opening of the pit listened 
assiduously. When he was sure that the guard; a lumbering rat like creature, 
fur covered, small tiny red eyes, with an oversized head had laid down in the 
acrylic nest he'd spied prior to being dropped in the pit he started 
whispering. 


"Nelson, can you hear me?" 


"Yes, general"; was the reply on the thread transmitter only audible to 
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Tyrone. 


"These vermin are going to execute me at dawn's first light. We need to 
speed up our plan. Have you verified that the last Gorg battle cruiser has left 
our system?" 


"Yes, sir; The Cyiloc Detection System you'd extended from Korivon space 
has confirmed the breach of the last Gorg cruiser heading toward open 
space. None have left for about six maxicons." 


"Excellent, amass the second, fourth, and fifth battalions on the Morbion 
moon base for the planned assault. Keep the third battalion in the rear as 
planned." Tyrone's words were calm and measured for this wasn't the first 
time he'd been in a tough spot. 


"General, if we capture prisoners does the War Conventions Treaty apply." 
The words had a hate filled ting; it was obvious Nelson Malo had lost some 
family members in the vermin invasion. 


"General Malo, sinking to the enemy's level is not advisable, decent, or 
honorable. We must not shred our laws or belief's at the first sign of danger. 
Therefore, the War Conventions Treaty stands even though our combatants 
were invaders from outside our system. Place any captured prisoners in the 
newly constructed prisons, those that were to be used for the Korivons. 
We'll discuss with the remaining Members of Parliament how we'll arrange 
for prisoner transfers, but right now let's just concentrate on freeing our 
citizens." 


"Yes, sir" 
The conversation was concluded. 


Tyrone still recalled vividly the events leading to the construction of the 
Morbion moon base. When he'd requested funding for the base most MP's 
thought that spending money on a massive hollowed out military base was 
just plain crazy. Morbion circled the dead world of Serpicos why have a 
major military base in a strategically insignificant location? But as Tyrone 
explained, that was just were what he termed a Hail Mary base should be 
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built - someplace that an enemy more dangerous than the Korivon 
troublemakers would never suspect. 


It took a lot of convincing, the deadwood in the upper echelon of the 
military, and brain dead political hacks had to be spoon-fed rationality, they 
just couldn't distill too much of it at a time since they were persistently 
awash in illusion. 


After his last rout of the Korivons and the peace that followed the 
deployment of the Cyiloc Detection System near Korivon space the elites 
grudgingly agreed to the funding of the base. They had to; Tyrone's 
popularity had reached superstar status. The citizens especially those on 
Wavolon were captivated by his every action, for here was a real leader, not 
your standard run-of-the-mill smiling puff doll. 


Thuds could be felt and heard by Tyrone in his little tomb. Attempting to see 
through the energy shield up top he barely made out short bursts of orange 
light that coincided with the now louder bangs. The vermin creatures were 
squealing loudly, Tyrone concluded that a good-sized battalion was wiping 
out this main nest. The energy shield started blinking on and off; he knew 
that like any well-trained army they were attacking the command & control 
hub and power centers first. He'd taught this latest batch of recruits 
personally so he had no doubt that they'd easily crush the enemy. 


de ea 


With all the critics howling, ripping Tyrone apart after he'd successfully 
negotiated the cesspool called elite politics it was only fitting that these 
media parrots would field what they thought would be the end of his career. 
They believed they'd finally backed General Tyrone, the outspoken, 
egotistical misfit genius into a trap. This was the opportunity the elites had 
sought, they'd sock him away to command a force that would never be used, 
on his moon, far removed from the heart of Iovion civilization, and they felt 
they were blessed with the perfect solution to the ultimate troublemaker. 


If it hadn't been for Tyrone's advance deployment of a battalion from the 
moon base to the far end of the system, and it's eventual use in a rouse to 
make the rat enemy believe this was all that remained of the system's 
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military all the leftover elites, hell every last Jovion would be facing certain 
death. 


These were expert scavengers, foragers of other system's resources and 
products. They had no desire to subjugate a large population. Tyrone knew 
right off what their objective was based upon reports he'd received from 
spies operating in other galaxies near systems that had faced this same 
enemy. Their modus operandi was to slaughter the entire population and 
then send in transports to clean out the goodies. 


Looking up Tyrone noticed that the energy field, or more precisely what was 
an energy field was off, he could see the stars set against a black sky. Cries 
from dying rodents could be heard; these piercing high-pitch squeals were 
getting closer to his hole. 


Flashes not the sky brightening kind but the short quick bursts from an 
energy gun were blinking like lightening he'd seen on Norvo during an 
intense electrical storm. Seeing the tight orange-red energy beams over his 
pit Tyrone new it was just a matter of time before he'd be rescued. 


Dead silence, no blinking energy bursts, hurried feet could now be heard 
moving towards his hole. He'd assumed that his force won the battle but 
what if it hadn't. Ready to die from the moment he was captured he knew 
that if his force lost those rats would immediately execute him, slowly, in 
the cruelest way possible, they'd take vengeance for the killing of their 
fellow vermin. 


Tyrone's heart skipped a beat when a head appeared over the opening up top. 


"General Caladron hang tight sir, we'll G-Lift you out of there." It was a 
welcomed voice, a precise strong voice that called down to him. 


Almost instantly, a purple tube flowed down the shaft encircling Tyrone in 
tiny fingers of Techtoron Anti-Matter. The disgorgement of the organic 
matter that was Tyrone, adjusted very slowly moving him upward to the 
opening ever so gradually. At the opening the G-Lift glided his feet over the 
lip of the hole planting them firmly a good distance from the opening. 
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Facing Tyrone was his staff, the most senior of his personally trained force. 
Saluting crisply, Tyrone acknowledged by saluting them back, he stepped 
forward to embrace each of them in a show of appreciation. 


ak 2 


Seated at the large oval table in the operational heart of his moon base, 
Tyrone, along with the still breathing MP's, mind's undoubtedly a tad more 
mushy than usual, and their crony business elite handlers in seats close-by to 
keep them in line looked at each other with a feeling of mutually shared 
relief. This had been a close call. 


Humming in the background, all the artificial intelligent systems performed 
the docking, monitoring, and controlling of thousands of interconnected 
‘blocks' that consisted of war cruisers, and a myriad of other finely tuned 
precision elements of this magnificent creation. It was the brainchild of a 
mind that new no barriers, a truly gifted singularly individual being: Tyrone 
Caladron. 
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Moon Stuck 


After many fitful attempts we'd finally reached the goal so many had hoped 
to achieve. We were entitled to a celebration. It was to be the most raucous 
party ever held on this side of the moon. No expense was too great, we'd 
swill liquor, we'd eat our entire stock of delectable goodies, and in the dark 
morning we'd drag ourselves from our bunks or crawl from them depending 
upon how close to the ground they'd been fitted. 


Vale was our hero, Rose was our heroine, and Duke was our mascot. Just 
within the past hour we'd anointed this trio who'd been duly elected based 
upon their feats of fearless action or just plain annoying characteristics. 


Duke was the only member of the trio who wasn't human but being mans & 
woman's best friend and the first of his furry four pawed race to set foot on 
the moon we decided that he should be privileged to be our mascot. 


This dark, cavernous hole we'd been sunk into on this barren rock of 
powdery dirt had been our home for nearly three years. Not a soul knew 
how or why we'd been selected but skill, intelligence, and physical 
endurance weren't the criteria. It was simple we were the only fools dumb 
enough to volunteer for mining work that took us out to this oxygen packed 
shell. We were contractually obligated to fulfill a 'sentence' of five years out 
here in this dark middle of nowhere. 


Granted, the pay wasn't bad considering you could earn two hundred percent 
of what you earned back on Earth. But if you'd asked any one of us whether 
we'd sign up if we knew what we knew now their response would have been 
a resounding no. It just wasn't worth any sum of money to be stuck out here 
so far from any tangible natural light and our significant others back on 
Terra Firma. 


Point of fact, we were the idiots who thought it would be exciting to set foot 
on this bright crater filled rock circling Earth. Little did we know at the time 
that we'd be spending away our precious lives digging on the pitch-black 
side. Not that digging was all that glamorous and exciting. Surely, not like 
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the brilliantly colored images of smiling, healthy workers conquering a 
world for the benefit of humankind - better put, for the palace building 
dreams of executives and investors. 


We all hung on by a thread, a thin easily broken spider web's single line. 
After a while all the corporate approved entertainment turned into repeats 
that we watched like automatons set to a task. Even sex became mundane 
when the mind keeps wondering back to blue oceans and white-capped 
mountains. 


The first to "Go Under" was Josephine. She was an African American 
beauty who could have grabbed herself any successful man she'd have set 
her sights on instead she latched her sights on adventure, on this worthless 
moon. About half a year ago Jossey started displaying signs that initially 
didn't seem all that disturbing. 


Given that most of us couldn't stand to be here being late to work at least 
once a week wasn't all that unusual but when Jossey started to regularly 
show up at the pit two or more hours late we all started to be a bit 
concerned. It's not that we were terrific humanitarians (we all were to a 
certain extent) but our contract with the super mega corporation back on 
Earth was very explicit: "Any disruption of production due to malfeasance, 
ineptitude, or criminality would come out of the team's pay." Therefore, we 
had a hell of an incentive to maintain production at this shit hole. If it meant 
dragging Jossey out of her bunk and threatening her with bodily harm we'd 
do it but first we tried more subtle less overtly drastic approaches. 


We hinted that getting to bed early, reducing our coffee & cola intake, and 
increasing our sexual activity to relieve all the accumulating stress might 
increase our production output. Production was the Holy Grail, the Nirvana 
that kept the corporate monster at bay and always had the potential to enrich 
our pockets with a few coins thrown carelessly down from up high. 
Obviously, our primary concern at this stage was just to keep the dollars 
flowing into our corporate accounts back home. 


Nothing seemed to work, the situation with Jossey only deteriorated from 
bad to worse. So we resorted to the less subtle approaches and went full bore 
in an attempt to salvage our production quotas for the remainder of the Earth 
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year. 


We began with dragging her out of her bunk feet first. When this would no 
longer rouse her we enlisted the services of a large pan filled with precious 
cold water. Of course, the water was precious since it had been recycled 
from our piss with only a few drops being supplemented from the frozen 
crystals in the rock material "unmooned" during the mining operation. 


We were desperate, our money was on the line and the corporate beast back 
home wasn't in a charitable mood. So what was an unthinkable waste of a 
precious resource in our early years became an un-remarked, unmentioned 
necessity required to wake the bitch up. Our lips would be a little more 
cracked and our mouths a tad bit drier but the flow of cash into our 
corporate accounts would be unaffected - that is until Jossey got worse. 


None of us could have foreseen the turn of events that would follow. It was 
incomprehensible; we were just too virile, young, strong, and full of energy 
when we arrived on this crater gouged lump of a boulder. But like a strong 
concrete foundation resting on sand little cracks appeared that began to 
undermine the entire base of our lives. It was like all change it crept up from 
some unknown orifice to emerge ever so slowly until the known tangible 
reality became unrecognizable. 


One dark moon morning we came with the pan full of water at the appointed 
spot overlooking sleeping beauty's relaxed body. After dually dragging 
Jossey's dead weight from the bed we did what we'd done for the past two 
months - pore the large pan of water directly on her placid face. Except this 
time no startled look, no "what the fuck", no "just let me sleep" came from 
her mouth, just uninterrupted snoring. She was literally 'gone to the world’. 
Not even a nuclear explosion could have awakened sleeping beauty from her 
half dead state. 


It was now apparent that she hadn't decided to become sleeping beauty but 
had been transformed into this lethargic slug by some physiological or 
psychological condition. So forfeiting Jossey's contract, which would mean 
she'd be liable for every last dime if she were deemed to be unfit for 
continued service to the corporate monster was our last viable option. Hell, 
we surely didn't want to risk her life not knowing what was wrong with her 
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and more importantly we definitely weren't going to have our corporate 
bank account balances drop to a big fat zero. 


Doctor Zfram, the corporate doctor glided down the transport conveyor not 
more than a few minutes after we'd called him on the intercom. My first 
impression was that he appeared to resemble a hold back from the twenty- 
third century "Nuclear Wars" with his pure white twisted hair and rotten 
teeth. Only his black corporate uniform with the pole of serpents resting 
squarely on his right breast and his stethoscope lent a speck of professional 
air to his puny frame. 


Relishing the opportunity to examine this African beauty Dr. Zfram 
immediately asked us to move her into the adjacent break room. He 
obviously hadn't become a doctor out of any burning desire to aid the sick 
but from his own acute desire to take advantage of those of the opposite sex 
too weak to utter a cry for help. 


Once inside the break room the good doctor removed all of Jossey's clothes, 
pulling ever so carefully on her panties and bra so that her apple sized 
breasts with perk nipples pointing straight to the ceiling and wet elevated 
pubic area (Jossey was obviously having quite a dream) were clearly visible 
to his expert eyes. 


After taking what seemed like an hour to examine Jossey we all decided that 
he had taken far too long to check her heart, pulse, and blood pressure. 
When we opened the door we found the reject of a 'good doctor’ moving in a 
plunging action on top of the unsuspecting patient. The guys in our tight 
little group grabbed the dirty old doctor and pushed him against the wall 
with their combined might. They then dragged the now flaccidly limp old 
man over to Jossey who'd been redressed us gals in the team. 


"What the hell do you think you were doing?" came from Vale Hutton the 
largest six foot seven specimen of a man any of us had ever set eyes upon at 
the corporate signing facility years before. 


"Well now you know my dirty little secret - why I've been forced to work 
out here on this damn rock?" was the unconcerned response from doctor 
Jeckle (better known as Dr. Zfram) who still couldn't keep his eyes off of the 
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mound under Jossey's panties. 


Vale who'd taken charge at this point decided not to continue with the 
impromptu cross-examination when Jossey was laying prostate oblivious to 
the world. 


Looking sternly at the doctor Vale spoke in controlled gasps "Were you able 
to PROPERLY examine the patient to at least give us some idea of what the 
hell is wrong with her?" 


The doctor truly shaken and fearing for his life blurted out in a fast staccato 
"She has what corporate is calling Diverago Campo or DC for short." 


Losing his patience Vale tightly grabbed the doctor by the shoulders with his 
vise like hands. "Doctor plain English please! What the hell is DC?" 


Regaining his composure the 'voodoo' doctor proceeded to inform his young 
victims of the virus that Galaxy Mining (a.k.a. - mega beast of a corporation 
who was their employer) had been trying to hide for upwards of two 
decades. 


Speaking now in a more professional dispassionate corporate verbiage the 
doc (maybe large animal vet) relayed to us what would ultimately be our 
shared fate. 


It seemed that Galaxy Mining couldn't totally rely on robot droids to 
productively mine the small iron ore deposits on the moon, that being 
already tried unsuccessfully in the first year of operation. The profit to the 
investors, the billions siphoned from the company by the executives, and 
any other lobbyist and/or stray leech sucking heartily on the corporate tits 
couldn't be sustained by clumsy cheap robot miners. 


Therefore, it was determined early on that Galaxy (a.k.a. giant leech) needed 
human fodder to mine its measly stake of iron ore from its mine on the 
moon. So Galaxy in conjunction with Earth CorpGov headquarters in 
Washington, D.C. worked up a scheme to entice unwitting, ignorant, 
gullible, and unsuspecting young recruits to join teams to mine in this off 
world hell. 
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Given the sheer distance from relatives, and others the miners cared about 
back on Earth you'd have thought the mega mining corporation would have 
allowed visits to their mining site; but oh, you must be kidding for that 
would have reduced the productivity of their mining operation. For it was 
essential that every last particle of iron ore be extracted from the bright rock 
circling earth at the least cost so that all the blood sucking greedy leaches 
controlling CorpGov and Galaxy Mining could extract more and more 
billions from the operation. 


A major problem erupted or in the eyes of Galaxy Mining who controlled a 
significant proportion of CorpGov's many tentacles only a minor setback 
occurred nine months into the second year when miner 543547 from team 
80 came down with some unknown terminal illness. 


Corporate as it had done in the past decided to squelch any news of this 
potentially disastrous (a profit had to be made) setback from reaching the as 
yet still free independent non-corporate media machine. In conjunction with 
their government stooges in Washington, D.C. and global connections they 
proceeded to bury the existence of Diverago Campo or DC under a 
mountain of propaganda unrelated to the actual reality surrounding the moon 
mining operation. 


All the media parrots under the payroll of this mega intertwined 
corporate/governmental entity shifted to a "red alert" hyperactive state of 
disinformation production. It spewed from all corners of the well-controlled 
globe - "All is well with the expertly run mining operations on the moon. No 
problems have been encountered.” 


Even those who'd signed up for something more than becoming a vegetable 
after less than a year were secretly spirited away on specially guarded 
government craft back to newly built sanatoriums located in the middle of 
the desert southwest. 


No trace, no sign, no evidence could be gleaned, and therefore this reality 
like so many in the past history of Global CorpGov had been altered to 
become the new approved reality. The reality that all believed, the reality 
ingrained into the business religious psyche of a global citizenry 
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brainwashed into accepting whatever flowed from the sewer midway on the 
eastern shore. 


Now with only a day or two remaining of cogent life those of us condemned 
to becoming the latest squash, or broccoli to lie on white sheeted beds were 
having one a hell of a party. It would be our last party, it would be a party 
remembered by corporate. 


"What were those flashes coming from the Galaxy mining operations that 
our Lunar Tracking satellite picked up this morning?" The CorpGov general 
in charge of lunar operations for Galaxy Mining seemed truly concerned. 


"Damn, shit, they blew the whole fucking thing up!" 
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Free the Sleeping Inhabitants from the Feeders 


Dropping into the atmosphere the night sky flashed sparkling bright as each 
sleek metallic war cruiser became visible. A massive fleet comprising some 
400,000 craft emerged above the expansive pure white surface of the 
planet's South Pole. This was the blue planet, the planet of mystery, terror, 
and intellectual desolation. The only class 1 life form prevalent upon this 
mostly liquid sphere was a primate species still evolving after only a few 
million years. They were a species buffeted by an unusual amalgamation of 
contrary emotions, divergent temperaments, and extreme unpredictability. 
Strange could not even begin to explain the feelings pervading each of our 
sensory receptors; just being out this far on the outer edge of the Milky Way 
galaxy was exciting - an unknown aura of palpable energy surrounded every 
unique sight. 


Having been sent here to confront the enemy who had a waiting armada 
within a few cycles of their sun we were to setup a base beneath the cold 
surface. The enemies' objective was to enslave this population of class 1 
primate species. Our mandate was to eliminate the enemies’ last remaining 
craft so that we may put a stop to their slow seeping terror. They had left a 
trail of destruction running from the center of the galaxy radiating out in all 
directions. For those who fought they were left with ruins to pick through in 
numb comprehension, bordering upon complete horror. Only cooperation 
forestalled dusty destruction but only for a few additional years while they 
drained all resources, and enjoyed a decadent lifestyle among the 
unsuspecting inhabitants. There were no more efficient parasites in the 
universe from among the galaxies that we were aware - they'd always 
‘cleaned all the meat from the bone' - it glistened, shiny white once they'd 
finished their pillage. 


This was to be their last stop of aggressive, soul poisoning societal distortion 
for our mighty force was composed of the most advanced war cruisers in the 
"Calib" (sector) - we would annihilate all traces of these vermin. They 
would be attacked with extreme violence for ours was also an act of 
retribution and vengeance for the billions they'd left dying under the rubble 
of our home world. We were to allow no breathing 'leech' mercy - they're 


55 


sentence handed down by the Galactic Court "Calib" 1 was "complete 
vaporization of all engaged enemy combatants attacking or with intent to 
attack the planet". Far too many had died ghastly horrifying deaths on 
worlds too numerous to count across too many quadrants of "Calib" 1 to 
allow a touch of mercy to intrude upon this mission of extermination. Pain 
would no longer be the common currency among many peoples subjected to 
their techniques of unseen subterranean enslaving leading to eventual 
destruction - all would stop here, on this distant blue planet. 


Reports were coming in from our intelligence operatives that the enemy 
force was on route. Their distinctive triangle war cruisers (much larger than 
our saucers) expended a tremendous amount of energy during a transit 
operation making them very visible to our sensors. There was no mistaking 
it they were within a few seconds from "atmospheric drop". Once they 
completely dropped into this planet's atmosphere we would be waiting. The 
attack would commence immediately until each and every enemy war 
cruiser was destroyed. Also, at this very instant every gorging enslaving 
enemy parasite "living decadently large" was being identified by our agents 
- their fate would be capture. These non-direct combatants would be sent 
racing towards justice at the Galactic Court "Calib 1" where a trial by peer 
species awaited them. If found guilty they would be sentenced to a life of 
hard labor without any chance for early release - an example had to be sent 
to any future marauders that justice would not cower in a corner. Actions 
that subjected class 1 to 10 life forms to unquenchable evil must never be 
condoned. Time was encircling its arms around the hearts of those who'd 
lost loved ones to these demons - justice was near - it was ready to breathe 
its fresh breath of freedom across this outer world quietly asleep to the 
conflict at hand. 
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Surviving after Capitulation 


Lights were becoming visible on the horizon in what seemed like thousands 
of menacing oscillating red orbs. Within an instant a few of these glowing 
red black triangular craft appeared directly overhead. Their size was 
intimidating in sheer mass dwarfing our most advanced fighter planes. They 
were dark as coal emitting waves of evil that washed over anyone 
unfortunate enough to be nearby. Penetrating the emotional centers of the 
brain, these waves infused the victim with anguish, an all-encompassing 
fear. 


Reports were already being received of a massive army that was advancing 
on all the world's capitals. Capitulation was imminent given the scale of the 
invasion. Already the Earth's forces were being obliterated with very little 
effort expended by this merciless enemy. From my vantage point many fires 
were burning off in the distance emitting huge plumes of thick black smoke 
many hundreds of miles from our fields that reached out across the horizon 
in a great carpet of green. It wasn't hard to visualize the terror that must have 
been ripping through cities deemed to populous. 


Today, my satellite cable connection went blank. Only a fuzzy black & 
white peppered screen emphasized my isolation. The governments 
"Emergency Broadcast System" went off the air shortly after all 
communication ceased; mobile phone, cable, radio, and Internet. In a tribute 
to the net's robustness it was the last form of information transference that 
dropped off about an hour after dusk - sputtering to link to a few remaining 
Webpages until losing even these most active pages - then the ISP dropped. 


Resting on the couch downstairs with my shotgun lying next to my restless 
body in a completely dark house without electricity we waited for this 
unknown enemy to advance towards the country. That night my neighbors 
who'd gathered in my house with weapons in hand had resigned themselves 
(prodded by my insistence) to the need for an orderly retreat into the fields 
thick and high with corn stalks. 


Only using our weapons for hunting we were not disposed from our beliefs 
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to commit acts of violence. But given the apparently quick capitulation of 
the world's military forces we felt that breaking this solemn covenant in 
order to protect our families would become a necessity but at this moment a 
direct defensive action given the enemies firepower would only insure our 
mutual suicide. We felt that we must seek refuge in some even more isolated 
expanse than our Iowa fields that would most surely be vaporized by the 
enemy to further weaken the refuge stragglers through starvation. 


Our refuge must be high enough to spy any advancing ground force, and 
sufficiently remote to draw little attention from a preoccupied enemy 
attempting to enforce their rule over the remaining global population. If 
we'd managed to survive the invasion and build up some form of subsistence 
refuge in the western mountains we'd be excellently situated to conduct 
guerrilla raids on enemy encampments; a war of attrition was our only 
chance to save those who remained. Granted this would mean throwing out 
our non-violent stance but with all the tables turned against humanity this 
change was necessary - no it was essential. Adapting to our dire situation 
must take precedence over our beliefs that would threaten our survival as a 
species. 


Right now it was imperative on this solemn morning follow what would 
later be known as the "Day of Passing" to gather up what provisions we 
could easily carry and stealthily make our way towards the Colorado 
Rockies or the Grand Teton Range in Wyoming. 


After a heated debate we decided that it might be more advisable to head 
towards the Tetons because the Rocky Mountains weren't directly accessible 
from our easterly locale but only through Denver - a city most certainly in 
ruins. No, we mustn't come in contact with any major population centers for 
they'd be crawling with enemy soldiers in what was left of the city; probably 
also into its periphery. 


So with mothers holding children's hands and the adult males encircling our 
precious families we began our advance at night under cover of our fields - 
heading west. Fully understanding that our transverse through these many 
fields must be swift for it was only a matter of time before they'd come to 
burn them to the ground; us included if we hadn't yet made it across the 
state, So we moved at a breakneck pace. 
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Cutting the barbed wire of other folks land seemed wrong but as we 
progressed on our journey our numbers increased with every stop we made 
at farm homes to check for survivors. Always watchful for wild dogs who 
were no longer man's best friends but wild pack animals intent upon their 
own plan for survival we constantly scanned, listened, and watched for 
erratic movement in the fields. 


So began our first attempts at survival. 
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The Short Reprieve 


Darkness was eternal down here beneath the surface in our caverns. A snug 
comfortable feeling blanketed us in complete satisfaction. Resting against 
the rocks we'd atrophied into immobile creatures destined to live out the 
remainder of our lives affixed to stone. Barely a spark of recognition 
registered on any of our immobile faces. In time the eyes would glaze over 
emitting this vacant stare absorbed in an emotional spasm. 


Hissing from cracks in the rock was this sound of release - a numbing, 
tiring, continuous push from farther down. Listening to this steady gaseous 
eruption gradually dragged the soul from under its warped fence; we were 
all sinking deeper into oblivion. 


Tearing at this level of unconsciousness was a strength-sapping struggle 
fought out until the hiss once again overpowered the will to survive. Jellified 
from inactivity it just wasn't feasible that any of us would ever escape this 
tomb. Where would we go? The heart would beat how many difficult 
compressions until it failed from the ever more terrible exertions. When the 
last beat was near would it be heard above the steady hiss? 


A wisp of consciousness washed over me for a moment. Jumping wildly on 
the walls was a light coming from a bouncing body pounding vigorously 
against the rocks. It stopped, still, motionless, laying limp - the light pointed 
straight up. Hiss... Hiss... Hiss... Floating back, unable to respond, 
peaceful torpid sleep was dragging me beyond the need to breathe, why 
bother for it felt so natural just to stop. 


Must have overcome the urge to cease my mortal fight to keep this organic 
shell functioning. Was that a rope in the corner hanging up above beyond 
my sight? Twisted in tightly wound knots consisting of far too many threads 
to contemplate - it's just easier to blank out. That hissing just keeps 
crowding out my thoughts until they float back to unconsciousness that 
moves me closer to the edge. 


Why fight so vigorously, why move my thoughts when they come in 
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fleeting glimpses beyond a foggy vision, why not just give in to the soft 
cushiony inviting quiet? This battle requires just too much exertion - easier 
to just drop off. So tiny is the spark of life ebbing slowly from my exhausted 
body that it dimly powers my unspoken prayers. 


Hiss... Hiss... Hiss... No other sound can be heard in this totally pitch- 
black impenetrable crevice. Holding on, must hold on, but on to what? 
Confusion is now my company on this trip to oblivion - non-existence. 


Yes, it is a trip to a quiet restful place that doesn't allow feelings to crowd 
out pure white nothingness. 


Leaving my past experiences to seep slowly into the heavens my break from 
this mass of flesh laying prostate on this stony resting place is coming to 
pass. Beyond tears, emotion washed away along with my higher reasoning 
faculties; they no longer have any meaning. Would tears be an appropriate 
response to an ending when a beginning pushed me on this track towards a 
fleeting glimpse at wisdom? Rushing up in a flood of memories is a 
wonderful life with a multitude of brilliant sunny days, turbulent stormy 
trials at expression, loving glances, embraces, caresses, smiling faces of 
those long missed soon to be seen, successes, failures, but in short a deep, 
rich, colorful precious pool of memories. 


Whispering... Whispering... Whispering... Is that a sound moving past the 
haze that is lifting imperceptibly? There's this rattle, a humming, a beep, 
beep, beep pulling me from perpetual stillness. Ripping through the silence 
is this horrifying scream - pulling at softness, a rush back to the critical now, 
the promise of experience being lifted to poignant memories, an eternal 
force that allows us to push, prod, strain, rush forward, break down barriers, 
make better, give, and love is returning. Coughing, struggling to breathe, my 
unfettered consciousness has returned. 


Those gathered around my bed are wiping tears from their eyes. Near my 
bed is a doctor and two nurses placing the heart paddles back in there 
compartment. Still fairly tired but not mortally exhausted, just relishing the 
euphoria of being alive; must sleep now. 


After being rolled out of ICU visitors stepped into my room to hold my hand 
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for long minutes. Some even brought flowers; others would talk close to my 
ear. A few words were beginning to unravel into intelligible coherent pieces 
that helped answer the many questions racing about in my mind. 


It seems that my life was hanging by a thread when I was pulled out of the 
mine. We hit a gas vein in the chamber that we'd been working. It exploded 
violently trapping us beneath tons of solid rock. Sealed off from the fresh air 
ventilation system the gas just kept pouring into the chamber. I was the only 
survivor - the rest of my friends and fellow miners died in the gaseous 
chamber. My recovery was deemed a miracle. 


Leaving the hospital many weeks later on a clear, crisp, sunny, blue day, my 
feet cleared the curb. Preoccupied by the beauty caressing my shallow 
breaths the horn sounded loud in an instant. With my back once again prone 
to a solid surface my final realization was that there would be no rescue 
back to the poignant; these blurry images crowding over me would be my 
last fading pictures of a world worth living in no matter the challenges or 
hardships. Slipping out past daylight, moving beyond hope my future 
slipped away. This time my body would remain lifeless. 


A small tear trickled down his sorrow torn face. 
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The Alliance to Defeat Evil 


Torn between the old regime's torpid response and the new government's 
embrace of realism - progress was now possible. It was crystal clear what 
was at stake - how totally absorbed a life could become in a singular task 
when it was understood how disastrous the consequences could be if failure 
ruled the day. 


This delegation had traveled distances beyond comprehension just to extend 
the hand of friendship to those whom they still considered irrational. 
Conflicts of opinion between those who deemed inclusion of these 
reactionary people in the far-flung government a mistake and those who 
believed in the potential of this young civilization were fought regularly. 
Promoting the merits of the inclusion block was none other than Prince 
Zalok the supreme commander of the kingdom's vast forces. Unfortunately, 
King Forlon was nothing but lukewarm to the idea of bringing such a 
primitive species into the kingdom. It seemed for now that the influence of 
Prince Zalok who was next in line to succeed King Forlon was wearing 
down the old leader, for he was beginning to acquiesce towards bringing this 
insignificant planetary system into the protective fold. 


Not for a single minute did anyone believe that Prince Zalok's actions on 
behalf of his government were totally altruistic. Why come such great 
distances to hold a council with all the important leaders of a planet in a far 
outer arm of the galaxy. Surely, the supreme military leader of a kingdom 
extending clear across the galaxy had more pressing matters to attend to than 
discussing the inclusion of this minute speck of a solar system. Concern was 
so endemic with the planetary delegates that some who were prone to 
excessive sweating had visibly wet foreheads. What was the shocker that 
would be revealed by Prince Zalok at some point in the discussions? 
Everyone waited tensely not knowing whether to celebrate his arrival or to 
fear it for the news that he conceivably carried with him across many light 
years. 


The media was in frenzy - reporting on every word, action, or gesture made 
by the Prince. Every analyst no matter what their specialty was now engaged 


63 


in dissecting this or that tiniest 'morsel' of information for any trend 
exhibited by the Prince that could be extrapolated in order to make a 
prediction of motive. Waiting was all the citizens of this backwoods planet 
could do - anxiously wait. 


Most were certain that the more powerful governments must have had a 
profound understanding of every aspect of Prince Zalok's visit. Of course, 
these governments wouldn't divulge any of the sensitive tidbits of 
information they'd accumulated when so much was thought to be on the line. 
How could they possibly divulge details that would be so terrifying - most 
were convinced that all the powerful explosions in the sky were not just 
pieces of space debris (per media reports) that just happened to be more 
prone to crashing into each other now that Prince Zalok's fleet of white 
saucers had taken residence at military installations around the globe. 


Many days passed with only a smattering of disinformation masked as news 
reaching the general public. Then on the 47th day of the talks both parties 
emerged at a predetermined time. The crowd of a million or more standing 
the full length of the Washington Mall west of the Capitol steps was eerily 
quiet when Prince Zalok took the podium. In what would be carved 10 years 
from this date on a monument commemorating all those who lost their lives 
in a war fought so that others might survive - the first guttural sounds heard 
before his translation device kicked in only increased the level of anxiety 
felt by the millions (billions worldwide) waiting for what was theorized at 
the time to be a life altering revelation. 


"People of the planet Earth I've come to warn you of an impending danger. 
Never before have you faced such a force that is now positioned to invade 
your small world. This is not a force wielded by a compassionate restrained 
power but one that has a single purpose - to destroy and conquer; they are a 
scourge that has plagued the galaxy for many years. These evil admirers of 
destitution and waste have brought havoc to many innocent citizens on 
many planets within this galaxy. My primary objective is to stop these 
raiders here and now. They will be given no quarter. They can be assured of 
one result - the complete obliteration of their means to wage war. Together 
we will remove this aberration of nature from the universe. Thank you." 
With the completion of his short speech Prince Zalok left the podium with 
all the world's leaders in tow. For more than 10 minutes quiet once again 
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prevailed in the form of shock finally broken by screams of fear as a 
massive black disk tore a fiery burning path through the sky falling over the 
Capitol; heading due east. After the elapse of about a minute a tremendous 
explosion was heard followed by a blinding ball of orange yellow energy 
that rose upwards of several hundred feet. 


What had begun would over time mold a selfish people into a community of 


interest firm in their understanding that cooperation was more than an option 
it was essential. 
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The Unquestioning Valley Dwellers 


A long winding unused road made its way from the village down in the 
valley up towards the "Sky Dwellers" mountaintop dwelling. In the village 
of dilapidated wooden structures with timbers warped askew exposing 
precious little, the inhabitants dragged their beaten lives incrementally 
towards death. Toiling in fields belonging to the "Sky Dwellers" these 
leftovers of an intolerant, obtuse realm that had degenerated to this current 
state of unrelenting pain served without question. Why question the most 
basic concept of servitude to your masters? Hadn't great-great grandfathers 
also served without allowing annoying questions to intrude upon their 
required drudgery? 


It was an established fact inscribed in the immense wooden sign posted at 
the entrance to the village that no one would dare to question. The edict 
wasn't known anymore since all who existed in the dirt village hadn't been 
able to read for a very long time. It was comforting to know that a rule 
beyond inspection guided them placidly along in silent drooling 
complacency. Custom and fundamental belief in the unknown forces that lay 
obscured up on the great mountain was spiritually fulfilling. 


On clear nights a few times each year the sky would light up in a pageantry 
of colors above the "Sky Dwellers" mountain castle. During these rare 
moments the entire village would look upwards in awe at the gallant beauty 
exhibited for their enjoyment. Joy would fill the hearts of these hard 
working skeletons of un-distilled disquiet. During the night few could sleep 
in anticipation of the "Green Glow" that would flow down into the river the 
next day. 


At dawn the clanging would signal that the "Green Glow" was crawling 
down from its great heights in purity to merge with the clear water of the 
river. In a secluded clearing next to the river the entire village would wait 
anxiously for the arrival of this cleansing globular bubbling mass. Upon 
reaching the exact spot of spirit transfer the power of the "Green Glow" 
would kill birds resting by the water's edge, fish would come flouting up to 
the surface, and turtles would lumber laboriously to the shore dropping 
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upside down with legs extended. This was said to be a glorious sign that 
even these lower creatures recognized the divinity of the "Green Glow" 
released by the "Sky Dwellers" and readily released their spirits into the 
hands of their sky top lords. Some villagers would be so overcome with joy 
that their eyes would water and their mouths would bulge open gasping for 
air - it was accepted that they'd been chosen specially for the journey to the 
crystal castle reserved by the "Sky Dwellers" for their passive subjects. 


Most sacred of all the holy days was "The Raid" that occurred on the most 
heat choking day of the year. No one knew what was meant by the words 
"The Raid" only that some form of advance on the site of the "Sky 
Dwellers" had taken place since time immortal. Only the healthiest of the 
young had the opportunity to "reach the sky" and leave behind the back 
gnawing work in the fields - a release from precious soul enhancing agony. 
For even though their exertions for their masters benefit was regarded as 
their highest gift to these supreme cloud 'touchers' it was a mostly 
unrequited dream except by a few chosen individuals who reached those 
who loved them. Their folklore was filled with stories of the purity of heart, 
the passionate love, and careful tending by the "Sky Dwellers" of their 
world that made the selection of their yearly "Raider" an honor to be 
enshrined in stone with the "X" of those who were selected over the ages. 


Today when the sun had risen directly overhead with full white fury painting 
the surface in a scorching heat radiating into the dry air their most treasured 
youth from the loins of the wisest conformist among them was prancing 
gleefully in front of the rusty gate to the holy road. They waited patiently 
while their chief folklorist extracted the sacred key from his golden pouch. 
Each intently fixated on the key as it slid inside the lock and was turned 
carefully to the right. The gate flung open in an expectant beckoning to the 
excited youth. On a count of 6 the young man bolted through the gate 
opening towards his future among their exulted lords the "Sky Dwellers". 


In the prime of health the young man ran at a steady pace until he was out of 
sight somewhere up in the trees of this mysterious mountain. Passing a 
brightly colored sign off to the right of the dirt road he moved effortlessly by 
burned out pieces of metal, and skeletons lying askew in contorted positions. 
After passing many more of these unrecognizable relicts he started to 
experience feelings of trepidation. Probably the first question in his life 
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started to form the second the bullet passed through his skull. Unknown to 
this meek, compliant, ignorant follower of passed down folklore was that the 
brightly colored sign that he passed not far from the entrance to the road 
stated in worn out letters still clearly visible to those who could read - "All 
Trespassers Will Be Shot". 
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The Empire and Its Outlands 


Irrelevancy taints those who play games in shadows, those players that share 
shades of unconcern, the disconnected few, disembodied islands, those who 
are separate but unequal to the inhabitants outside their rarefied amusement 
park. We've tried to reach them but no one's returned. A crescent of fire 
burns to the sky: a warning to those who'd attempt to make sense of their 
illogic, their inconsistency, and their slowly sinking crystal palaces. 


Rushing forward out of our darkness moves effortlessly a beam of levitating 
light that seeks with each rainbow colored slices any trace of decency. A 
search begins for the relevant meaning filled blocks of real life last seen out 
in the Outlands far removed from the now partially submerged palaces. 


There is movement, a quivering indistinguishable form scurries back behind 
some dust-encrusted countertop. The "Book of Illogic" is handy, ready to 
pull out at a moment's notice to translate their gibberish into meaningful 
coherent strands of communication. Closing their eyes when seen allows 
them the solace that comes with ignorance. Theirs is an existence molded by 
indulgence that was sold to the highest bidder leaving tatters were streamers 
once proudly waved down immense halls. 


These field trips pump relevancy back into an ancient religion founded in 
blood; a potent scorching steel blade. Unsheathed it vanquished many 
beyond its self-preserving impervious upper crust. No need to heed the 
anguish of the vanquished for they thought they would vanish into the 
distance that is obscurity. They're lack of dynamism brought them 
destruction; a force thrusting outside of their honeycomb of self- 
congratulation penetrated - it sowed dissention among their ranks. A squall 
of bickering could be heard while they tore one another apart. 


Some believed. Most questioned. Although the "Outlanders" saw little 
relevance in what the dynasty conjured up they still desired to understand 
their gibberish becoming more incomprehensible - for they thought they 
must. Very little time remained but all couldn't possibly comprehend for the 
cost was too high. Nevertheless even with the invisible beams of delusion 
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emanating night & day from the heart of the capital, destitution trounced us 
from behind. 


Prepare for the outbursts are hideous sounds that when heard unprotected 
have driven many an "Outlander" mad. Grab a bench solidly anchored to 
real life, that mess that yields so few rewards. It may be your salvation from 
the falsehoods hurled by those benders of truth - hold tight, don't loosen 


your grip. 


Walking into the colors of the bright beam equips a dead spirit with energy 
to penetrate the secrets of the past, the wisdom to roll their events into a 
coherent pattern of experience. Most will be left behind; only a significant 
tiny fraction will be allowed to transcend destruction. Seeing the unfolding 
of foretold events doesn't necessarily insure belief for belief comes 
unscathed in a clear comprehension not a shaped ghost of the insubstantial. 
Tear from that ghost for it is the representation of a transitory piece of mind 
provided only to sooth into a comfortable complacency. 


Down the path come two choices, relevancy or irrelevancy. Which will you 
choose? 
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A Deteriorating Country Broadly Smiling 


The big eye swerved on large ball bearings that were greased by all the 
small pleasant citizens who mechanically gave their time in service to the 
police state - many big eyes glided effortlessly along their paths of intrusion. 
It is said that the "eyes" of the nation steadily directed the 'sharp' edges off 
to impenetrable white concrete cells. Better to strive for stability in an 
environment of oppression; the complex mind of humankind was no longer 
capable of handling anything but simple concepts. 


So many running, jumping, hurried bodies mindlessly gravitating towards 
authority; for they were attracted to it like moths to light. When a new 
process was announced by the "Department of Process" it was generally 
known that a "Process Party" was to be held in only a few short days. 
Always a momentous occasion this "Process Party" would be trumpeted 
across the antiseptic media channels. 


Workers had long since given up all rights to self-determination, ceding 
their individuality and lives completely to the national interests of a few 
autocratic capitalists. Driving their old rusty Chevrolets, Chryslers, and 
Fords to and fro through poverty while passing the relics of a past prosperity 
a broad smile would always emerge from their propaganda filled minds. It 
was true they had a lot to be thankful for in their deteriorating country. No 
challenges cropped up from the underbrush to terrorize this wasted 
population, all was fine in the ultra-capitalist river sludge that remained. 


Flashes of a freer past would come and go but never stay in memory, 
complements of the suffocating Chamber of Commerce ads that blithely 
cluttered the senses with pro-business slogans. Why think when such 
competent sociopaths were employed to urinate directly upon you - it was 
too much trouble anyway. So many laborers had developed an affinity 
towards their business captors after many years of contact that they started 
to identify with their ideology in an attempt to get in their good graces. All 
this "I'm one of you" attitude got laborers was larger knots on their heads 
from employers who were only too glad to use a sledge hammer instead of a 
regular hammer to enforce their exploitive practices. This unusual attitude 
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must be like inviting a thief into your home and telling him to please take 
everything because you've submerged this deep desire to steal and want to 
see him in action - you'll probably be left with empty rooms if you're lucky 
enough to still be alive. 


Don't quite understand why so many workers felt so insecure that they 
grabbed a hold of their employers for dear life without considering that the 
only concern their employers have is how much profit remains after each 
quarter. What could an employee possibly have in common with a greedy 
ultra-capitalist indoctrinated into using laborers in a dehumanizing economic 
system? 


Oh well, tonight was my favorite night because it was meat night or more 
accurately chicken leg in a T.V. dinner evening. After waiting all week for 
this night it had finally arrived. Dark brown bread for dinner isn't all that bad 
but after six days of the saw dust enhanced loaf that piece of microwaved 
chicken was making my mouth water. Yes, it was beyond contention all of 
us were much better off than the time before the second Great Depression - 
this was what those brilliant business and government experts preached. 
Good night for now, must get right to bed because it is my 14 hour working 
day tomorrow. 
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The Brown Prairie Grass Awaits another Storm 


Outside the land is white with brown stubs of prairie grass peeking up from 
here to there like lost souls searching for companions. An isolated clump or 
a singular survivor must realize that they are engulfed in a whiteness that 
cleanses the surface. With such an effusive hold on the land the white 
washed world viewed from my window is almost pure, but I know better. It 
will only take the next winter blast that is now approaching fast to 
seemingly obliterate the dissenting stray unnoticed brown refugees. Their 
time is almost ended; for once the next storm erupts across the land some 
will be but a distant memory until the blooms of spring return with a 
promise of new life. 


Even though some are wiped from this surface, the seeds that they released 
during their short stay have already spread upon the wind. A renewed living 
link to tomorrow has been generated by their tenaciousness. One by one 
these grassy remnants convey a universal truth of survival that is not 
confined to the more dominant life forms. They represent not something 
insignificant within the natural world but an equally relevant piece of 
creation fighting against a cruel impatient reality. For it is a poignant 
reminder of how these brown specs cherish their continuity while they await 
more bending and twisting at the hands of an elemental power - they've 
essentially become immune to the hardships; the blasting, pounding, or 
white washing thrown from up high. They continue to cling valiantly to their 
small drop of insignificant soil across this grand white expanse. 


When the storm comes, the wind will attempt to snag these unprotected thin 
strands of brown grass from their tenuous grip on existence - it will mostly 
fail just like all the other winds before it. For even though the power of the 
wind combined with the ferocity of the storm is great, it is unable to yank 
each and every blade of brown grass from its rightful place on the prairie. 
This is because nature is impartial, it doesn't exercise favoritism in an 
environment blessed with reality. Balance is always achieved either over the 
short or long term. Eventually, the wind will subside, the cold fall back to 
the north, and the sunshine brightly against a blue sky - the brown grass of 
yesterday will become abundantly green and fresh. 
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But for now, it will fight for its survival against a storm that is cruel, unfair, 
and superbly organized to obliterate anything in its path - that is anything 
but the insignificant brown blades of grass. They will never be subsumed by 
any storm for they've flourished since time immortal - they're just as much 
entitled to their spec of ground, as the storm is the sky. Deep within their 
genome they carry a message passed along to each of their fellows - "fight 
today for a fair and sunny day in the future". Once released across the 
generations this message cannot be extinguished by any force in the 
universe - for it is the eternal guarantee of eventual equity with all the other 
inhabitants of this blue sphere. 


So today the storm comes, it builds its strength in the western horizon, 
readying its supreme weapons to do battle with itself and in the process 
attempt to waste anything that doesn't bend against its wind. It will fail; it 
has failed many times in the past. The brown grass will once again thrive in 
the abundant yellow glow of a warm passionate place we call home. 
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Our Survival 


After cutting through the advancing enemy fighters my saucer moved with 
surgical precision with its accompanying support fighters towards our 
central planetary operations base at “Qorim 1”. In the night the brilliant blue 
flashes from the "Zalof" infusion landing inducers of our craft reflected off 
the expanding orifice within the mountain. Shifting towards the opening 
under a floating thin white shimmering "filot" conveyor we moved one by 
one into the impenetrable protection of our global command and control 
center. 


Realizing many eons ago that unbroken interlocked communication via an 
intact global central command and control could very well be the difference 
between survival and annihilation we entrusted our very existence to this 
silent edifice of ingenuity. We were significantly outnumbered nothing 
would inhibit a destruction beyond comprehension — a gallant fight would 
provide our impetus to awake from our present into a future. Witnessing, 
visualizing, and conceiving our incremental loss of life across our cities 
reminded me that my family was now vanquished — nothing would remain 
but ash accumulating in a dust of grief across my home. It was said that on 
that night the ash dust merged with the air congealing in eddies that swirled 
across the barren remains of our twisted cities. 


Being in command of a military that was comprised of gallant citizens all 
my brothers and sisters evoked a primal scream across my sub conscious 
with each extinguished life — pain is a leader’s baggage. With each passing 
night day cycle we saw one more light darken — yet another city gone from 
our tactical representation. My commands were fused with the system across 
a honeycomb of sub-system processes validated, vetted, transmitted to many 
other sub-systems across our planetary defensive & offensive response. We 
inflicted heavy losses on the enemy but their numbers just oscillated from 
stable to higher more potent strikes of horrible pain. 


It was my misfortune to experience our first known defeat — each 
holographic sub-control systems monitoring the battles in their respective 
quadrants sputtered information, data, until blinking uncontrollably into a 
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dark death. Only the primary system remained to display fire fly red lights 
that were blinking to darkness — each one of our fighters gone. Calling out to 
my family my internal grief exploded - my remaining citizen warriors 
looked around eliciting something anything but only a silence crept into our 
friction for action. 


The main system took over — some deeply rooted failsafe instructions were 
accessed. Our global tactical view visually vibrated across a spectrum of 
colors crystallizing the images relevant to planetary survival mode. Across 
the entire planet our remaining citizens were being directed towards opening 
survival cocoons (caves) capable of sustaining our fragile existence for time 
gradations equivalent to thousands of night to day transitions. 


No trace of my fellow citizens could be found when the enemy army landed 
intent upon complete annihilation — they found nothing. They left us with 
nothing but what they failed to realize was that just one, two, three, or our 
few thousand citizens were bound by a love for one another that would 
never allow us to drop on our knees to accept any axe wielded by the hand 
of evil. 
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Assured Talkers Offer Assurances 


I'm sure there was an opening here! Wasn't it here? I've spoken to five other 
people who've provided me with varying accounts of the size of the opening, 
that it's never existed in this precise spot, it may have existed here long ago, 
or that it may be found on the far side of the cave. To my amazement no one 
is quite sure of anything within this cave other than that we exist. Do we 
exist for the pleasure of someone or something else? How are we to spend 
our time - walking around the circumference without rest waiting the 
moment when another opening might appear - that is in fact if one has 
already truly appeared? 


There's one group that just sits quietly over in a far corner chanting these 
unnerving mantras about water flooding us from below. While there's 
another group dressed in black that stirs and picks through this huge stack of 
glistening white bones some of which towards the bottom of the pile have 
turned into this powdery white dust. I'm fairly certain that the group in black 
is already dead in spirit and mind given their preoccupied trance like state 
but the chanting group might have something important to impart although 
they have long ago forgotten the meaning of the words that their chanting. 


That leaves one remaining group that we may safely belong to - the assured 
talkers. They never stop talking, imparting wisdom with each fleeting 
sentence that echoes across the cave walls. They're so focused in their 
conversation with one another that they've completely isolated themselves 
from what transpires daily within our placid quiet space. Anything requiring 
an explanation they will instantly provide without hesitation or 
contemplation. In fact if any event or condition needs explaining their 
insulted beyond forgiveness if they're not first consulted. Furthermore, if 
you consult them don't for a minute think that you'll be able to first consider 
their explanation or suggestion, molding it into a more appropriate response 
to our reality on this dirt, inside these walls - you must unconditionally 
accept their 'knowledge' as completely valid. 


Quit pointing at that disorganized rabble by the far slope of our enclosure. 
Yes, they're the individualists that spend their time devising ways to sample 
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our air, soil, and generally not accepting the sound advice of the assured 
talkers group. At least we're all in agreement the assured talkers offer sound 
timeless advice to all our concerns or problems - they on the other hand just 
tend to upset the rest of us who are content upon wishing for the next 
opening to emerge in the wall. They're latest advice surrounds the writing 
down of what the chanting group utters. 


Supposedly, the chants of the chanting group were originally intended to 
impart a warning - something that the first person to enter this cave noticed 
on the outside. He carved it down on that wall right after his arrival to this 
rock dungeon - the same one that they periodically bow towards during their 
chants. One thing is absolutely certain; the individualists have been very 
quiet lately - they very rarely even utter any words above a whisper 
preferring instead to carve these little symbols on flat rocks that they pass 
around between them. They've offered to share their rocks (written in a 
language that we're all familiar with) but the assured talkers in their 
unending ramblings tell us day after day that what they have to offer is utter 
nonsense. 


Oh, yes why not just go and read their rocks. 


Warning, the reason we're all crammed into this cave is because the enemy 
above is to numerous and would kill us all if we ventured outside. Be 
prepared for they will return with greater numbers blowing a hole through 
the rock - at that moment be prepared to ride the water entering the cave all 
the way to the top opening from which I originally entered - this will take 
you to freedom while their preoccupied below with killing all those who 
remain and make themselves known through their noise. 


I'm not certain who to believe the assured talkers or the individualists but no 
one else has ever spoken about their being an outside other than what we 
know to be this inside. The assured talkers tell us time and again only of the 
inside and more specifically the view a few inches in front of their faces 
when they talk, talk, talk, and talk. I now believe that they've never had 
anything meaningful to say. 
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Clear Blue Lights 


One light is gleaming in the distance, a clear blue of a beauty never seen 
before. Many are gathering at the opening attempting to discern an outline 
anything that would indicate continuity with natural laws of physics - it has 
no outline only an invading luminosity. We've been standing outside this 
opening for quite some time observing and hypothesizing. Nothing is 
apparent only that it resembles a western sky un-obscured by clouds on a 
dry crisp evening just before sunset. 


There are those among us who would like to get closer to the mysterious 
entity - we don't yet know whether it even exists. Some would just prefer to 
remain standing in their exact spots not moving and just barely breathing for 
fear of provoking any response by the light. Others are beginning to 
assemble scientific equipment that they intend to use to analyze the 
aberration, entity, or mirage. 


Many of these clear blue lights have been appearing across landscapes as 
diverse has deserts, skyscrapers, seashores, and many other geographically 
diverse places around the world. Nothing is known of these lights other than 
that when they appear those observing will stay watching them over many 
days - no work has been accomplished by anyone over this period time. 


After a few years of standing in front of the many openings that have 
proliferated with their own clear blue lights gleaming resolutely we've 
developed many theories concerning their existence. Some have theorized 
that bestowing gifts such as gold, money and other precious objects make 
the lights emit brighter and more beautifully so they've begun transferring 
all the available tangible wealth across the planet to their respective local 
blue lights. 


Still no one is working after - can it be 10 years. There are now piles of 
wealth outside the openings to the clear blue lights. The streets of the cities 
are now overgrown with vegetation and are crawling with wild animals. 
Factories that once produced every imaginable product are now rusting 
hulks surrounded by cracked and broken concrete. Offices once abuzz with 
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minds contemplating the latest innovations have now wasted into useless 
prunes of ignorance and stupidity. Many of the cars that people were driving 
may be found abandoned on roads that are now completely impassible do to 
years of neglect. Nothing functions now, for it is no longer needed since 
where all busy night and day watching the beautiful clear blue lights. It was 
conveyed by our brightest scientist's years ago that it was important to the 
survival of the human species - we must continually watch in amazement 
and bring our wealth has a form of sacrifice to the eternal clear blue lights. 


Darkness has befallen our civilization for we have now reverted to savages 
that kill each other over a piece of bread, but one thing is certain we never 
fail to watch the clear blue lights - that is the only remaining constant in our 
pitiful lives. 
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A Strand of Hope in the Future 


Looking around in all directions while walking across a rubble-strewn path 
littered with remnants of titanium shards it became apparent to Tilor that 
everything familiar was shattered into an indistinguishable filament of 
recognition. Many times while gazing off into the distance Tilor believed he 
could distinguish some fragment of civilization from the accumulated 
debris. Walking became a solace with each step an action that transmitted 
the pain embedded within the debris at his foot into his soul. There was 
nothing more that demanded his attention other than the constant tread along 
this path. 


Every now and then he would come into contact with other sojourn citizen 
wonderers who were also traveling with mechanical steps on this his path. 
He would watch them also glance around in uncomprehending stares that 
exposed eyes that were not yet ready to see the endless expanse of 
destruction over mile upon mile. 


There was nothing more important than to gather each citizen that he came 
into contact with up into his ever-expanding group of survivors. They 
became the seeds of a possible future civilization that would once again 
flourish. It was apparent beyond discussion to all of Tilor’s people that 
buildings, monuments, or anything solid with seeming permanence was 
nothing more than transitory future relics easily blown into dust. What was 
significant beyond comprehension was their understanding insistence that 
each and every citizen among them would survive beyond today in order 
that they might be able to raise a future civilization from these ashes of 
defeat. 


Only through the cooperation of all remaining citizens would anything be 
achieved that would not be placed upon the quick sand of the transitory. His 
‘rage tag’ group of refugees would continue walking in a direction that not 
even Tilor could discern as being a correct direction - they might slide 
inadvertently into a pocket of enemy annihilation ending up in one of the 
many ‘death zones’ that would vaporize them immediately. He would just 
have to trust in his subconscious judgmental acumen, finely tuned to a crisp 
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sensitivity by all the destruction that it had absorbed - nothing would make 
him believe for one instant that the small strand of hope that tied everyone to 
a brighter future would break. 


82 


Elegant Power 


Domed white dots adhered to the brown barren flat relief across a distance 
that caressed the entire horizon. It had taken many years after the invasion to 
rebuild our planet's once invincible military. Walking down the elevated sky 
glider reviewing this sea of awe inspiring elegant power swelled up a vision 
of retribution - those billions who were erased from the living would have 
their life's essence expressed through the vaporization of each enemy 
fighter. This was truly a masterfully crafted force incorporating our most 
advance technology - each fighter exuded the pride infused into it by 
citizens expecting nothing less than an ultimate quality. 


Turning in a slow glide around in my elevated view across each segment of 
our horizon it was possible to consciously touch each and every citizen 
warrior that would be crushing an evil that had already scorched numerous 
other worlds. This would mark the end of their continuous pillage - our 
mission was to completely eliminate their ability to perpetuate any further 
terror. 


I was acutely aware that many of the citizens that would engage this 
numerically superior enemy would not return. This realization tore a gash of 
pain across my soul so deep my anguish during my speech caused a drop of 
sorrow to fall from one of my eyes. In all probability 1/3 of my fellow 
citizens would die clinging to images of their families never to be seen again 
- one last gasp before death on some distant cold dark planet where nothing 
kind ever existed. It was never easy to send my fellow citizens into battle no 
matter how many necessary acts were required over a depth of unknown 
fathoms - this was the quite tortured existence of every supreme military 
leader - mine was not the exception. 


My command fighter awaited my entry at the end of the sky glider - a white 
saucer with the emblem of our nation affixed in the upper left hand corner of 
the expanding entry way. Turning one last time the impressive force 
comprised of around 500,000 craft was visible in every direction painted to 
the cobalt blue horizon. Ours would be a continuous flash of destruction that 
when complete would paint light shadows outlining enemy fighter hulls 
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whose presence was extinguished by a touch of power beyond 
comprehension. After consultation with my command staff it was decided 
that the only way to dissuade any future attack by an enemy not possessing a 
slice of regard for any life was to obliterate their military and their capacity 
to unleash another rain of destruction. 


In my estimation, once we arrived in the atmosphere of their planet we 
would target all their command & control, communications, and major 
transportation links. After the enemy was in a disoriented uncoordinated 
movement of uncertainty our most advanced fighters would strike out at 
their considerable military force - vaporizing each enemy fighter with 
precision and accuracy in a calculated calculus of maneuverability. 


After destroying their planet's military force we would navigate 1 / 2 of our 
craft towards a planet located at one of the outer rings of the galaxy. Our 
intelligence indicated that the enemy had already dispatched a force of 
annihilation to a planet or moon within the solar system that this planet 
belonged. They were awaiting a particular moment tied more too some 
ethereal physiologically induced surge of passion directed evil before 
attacking their unsuspecting prey. It is said that when there in this state it is 
analogous to a fever induced incoherent rabid savagery - their totally 
incapable of comprehending anything but pain. Even their fighters are 
designed to operate completely within a conscious equivalent of calculated 
destruction - nothing is required of the occupants but the quenching of their 
drunken sadistic visual stupor. 


Our force would arrive somewhere within this has yet quite solar system. 
Those of us designated to discretely occupy positions among the people of 
the planet would embark immediately - infusion into the populous would 
allow us to measure all the externalities coursing across the society. It was 
believed that the enemy always implanted themselves among the 
unsuspecting host planet selected for destruction just prior to the arrival of 
their armada of terror - supposedly to foment terror, disunity, forge lasting 
divisions, and meld a sticky evil that adheres to everything it touches. We 
would be ready - another world would not meet near or total extinction ever 
again - this would be their last call outside their now shuttered world. We 
would destroy the final remnants of their machine of hell. 
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Night Attack 


Blazing across the night sky the flames kept coming in an endless swell of 
pain. In the distance our fighter base was under attack, distant rumblings, 
and brilliant bursts of light flashed against a coal black sky. This was the 
same neighborhood that we walked through on cool evenings, often visiting 
many of the shops walking past each shop in their endless expanse of crystal 
glass windows. It was the first of many nights, days, months, and years that 
would wrap themselves across our insecure tenuous lives thrashed in a 
pitiless attack of murderous rage that was exacted upon us from an enemy 
has yet unseen. 


Since I was in command of our military it was imperative that I reach the 
base that was currently under attack. But within minutes one of our fighters 
blasted through the enemy fire accompanied by an escort of about 6 Trilian 
fighters — our most advanced saucers. These were truly magnificent works 
of art reflecting the bright blasts off of their silvery reflective outer hull. The 
“Dilone Cannon” was hurtling deadly pulse after deadly pulse of plasma 
energy towards the advancing enemy fighters — each accurately striking the 
underside of their triangular craft. Each strike resulted in a visible cracking 
of their hull with fissures of liquid molten glowing ooze radiating across the 
entire craft before it exploded in a deafening torch light of vaporization. 


I was hurriedly escorted onto the fighter with an expectant air heavy once 
inside. All my top advisors were now at my side ready to assist in first a 
fight to break free to our base at “Qorim 1”. It was from this base that we 
would assemble our forces for a counter attack. We were gradually clearing 
from the enemy and debris that was constantly being propelled against our 
hull in an endless pelting rain of dark metal. Moving around the interior of 
this saucer I was amazed at the level of intelligence that must have been 
utilized in order to seamlessly mold away all corners. There wasn’t a distinct 
edge anywhere inside, 3 sub-system holographs continuously displayed an 
images of the ship or its subsystems pin pointing any processes that had 
activated with status information. 


We were moving through the enemy conflagration with no difficulty — this 
85 


was not how the war would progress from this point forward for it would be 
bloody - mostly running freely on our side. It was difficult to imagine a 
more ruthless destructive enemy. 
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Road from Destruction 


After our survival was ensured we involved every citizen in the 
reconstruction of our planet. With the metropolitan areas once again thriving 
there were many rural areas that still required considerable attention. The 
wound dug deep across many remote regions was far too extensive to 
engage our limited resources initially. It was absolutely imperative that we 
first reconstruct the industrial, technological, and business sectors of our 
shattered economy in order to achieve a level of full employment of our 
citizens. 


Destruction unparalleled with anything we'd ever experienced left many 
areas charred and desolate beyond recognition. The enemy was expert at a 
form of cleansing that could only be comprehended visually. Our cities were 
reconstructed against a cobalt blue sky with steel and titanium reflecting 
bright recollections of our past - one nation state melded into a community 
of cooperation. Linking the rural areas into a communication grid was a task 
that required the marshaling of most of our citizens in the installation of data 
relay stations in every imaginable desolate dusty location that comprised this 
arid desert and at times mountainous world. Our reconstituted industries 
were essential in designing and manufacturing every important and 
seemingly insignificant component that binds a society together. Without 
these manufacturing sectors coupled with our rebuilt metropolitan areas we 
would never have even been able to imagine a bright secure future. 


Granted it is intellect that courses across the unknown to create the 
unimaginable but without the hard material that can be formed within a 
manufacturing facility into something useful you might as well be 
daydreaming. It was a passionately electric sight to watch our skilled 
workers operate the various robotic visualization screens that linked directly 
into the synapses of the actual machines. Machines engaged in the process 
of recreating a society that operates and engages every single citizen 
actively in an experience far more exciting and fulfilling than scaling the 
largest mountain peak. Tied to the respect of the individual who is a 
recognized integral part of the national community is the belief that through 
each and every citizen our country shines. 


87 


Assisting those who originally resided in the rural areas (currently living in 
temporary city dwellings) into returning to new homes was now of primary 
importance. Once all the mass transit links were brought back on line it 
became a monumental operation to transport all the equipment and material 
required to rebuild every home and building that existed prior to the 
invasion. It must be comprehended that quality polished to a fine hue is the 
essence of our being and a clear reflection of who we are as a people. 
Therefore every single element of our society was reconstructed with a care 
and uncompromising simple elegance. We would never have considered 
placing our citizens in a home that did not correspond to the respect that we 
extended every citizen of our beautiful world. 


We are a very proud people, proud of our industry that creates the highest 
quality products, proud of our culture and community but especially proud 
of each other. Without each and every one of us there is no nation - only a 
disinterested jumble of individuals fighting and tearing at each other's 
throats. We've visited cultures where nothing was reverent but the continual 
acquisition of wealth by the individual but have typically seen these deviant 
civilizations extinguish themselves before we were able to even contemplate 
their existence. 


From the very beginning our military was being rebuilt to provide an 
adequate defensive as well as offensive capability. We have never engaged 
our military in conflicts were the survival of our people was not the primary 
motive of engagement - we value our citizens too highly to place them in 
harm's way for mere political expedience. Under the circumstances our 
survival was in jeopardy therefore we would build a military capable of 
destroying the entire enemy force. 
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Passing upon the Rock 


Moving down the trail on a pleasant cheerful late afternoon I stumbled upon 
a large rock something hewn from the side of the cliff. There were many 
such rocks placed there by some careful hand all of them tugging at my 
inner spirit. It had been a good life filled with many clear and passionate 
passages embroidered within a compassionate land. A land of respectful, 
pleasant citizens bound to one another in a kinship of community. 


We all realized that we represented something more profound than the 
overpowering desires of the individual - our common bond was the 
attraction that instilled a unity of purpose. Separateness was something 
seldom experienced - we were all traveling down a trail of empathy that 
ended in mutual respect for one another. 


Most of my nights were filled with the company of happy friends spent in 
conversation in a small but intellectually enormous living room. Our talks 
were essential to my very existence - something that electrified my reason 
for life. Along with the long walks I'd take over the many sidewalks of our 
neighborhood (with my wife and son) at hours of the night when the air 
possessed a slight damp coolness these were all uniquely genuine moments 
of happiness that enhanced a normally relaxed state of mind. 


There was once an open house event at my son's school that I attended 
where the parents walked around the school meeting the teachers and other 
parents who were also our neighbors. The sense of neighborhood was 
vibrant in every singular moment of our lives. That night all of us ate food 
prepared by our neighbors and enjoyed the company of each other while 
listening to our children who performed music they had selected for the 
occasion. What I clearly remember is the pride that all of us took in our 
school - one that was ours in all its clean expansive polish. 


Nothing can replace the feeling of belonging of being intertwined into a 
higher social consciousness of respect, empathy, but most importantly 
community. We were all part of something beyond a self-centered singular 
desire to be fulfilled at any cost. 


89 


A tremulous time occurred over a few years when others attacked us who 
engaged one another in confrontational bouts of self. They came bent upon 
destruction, not so much as conquers but despoilers of civilian - probably 
because so little of it existed within their world. We found shelter in caves 
made habitable by a government that was an extension of our community, 
received medical attention at large hospitals whose only objective was 
caring for everyone, and fought with a military that enlisted volunteers not 
for what they might receive once the war was over but for service to their 
country. We suffered tremendously with most of our homes, and cities 
destroyed beyond recognition. 


Once the war had ended we counted our dead among our fellow citizens and 
friends and reviewed the endless destruction with pain filled eyes. We had 
lost everything, nothing was left standing, and millions upon millions of 
loved ones were gone. Pictures of cities ablaze with bent steel towers, 
bridges blown asunder and scorched ground were the memories that would 
remain. Our beloved home was dust. 


Those of us still alive walked for days across an empty expanse, sleeping in 
ruins that were once buildings - meeting others along our course of despair. 
Something clicked within us that enabled us to transcend utter destruction 
and move towards healing. It was our sense of community - the caring for 
one another that enabled us to rebuild our civilization. 


We first erected monuments to our dead citizens - for some they had no 
remaining family. Most of our civilization now resided in carved out spaces 
of remembrance on lean white memorial slabs placed in a center space 
surrounded by a terraced drive that terminated at the slab - a little lower than 
the surface. There were thousands upon thousands of these monuments for 
we had lost millions - it hurts to remember - pain is all I feel. 


After many years we rebuilt our civilization not on the backs of others but 
with the hearts, minds, and hands of all. Now there are once again shining 
towers with brilliant crystal capstones thrust up by gleaming steel many 
miles into our sky. For with everyone our community exists in vibrant 
continuity with only the few or the one nothing would have been possible. 
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Pleasure Blue Escape 


The boat glided through the blue crystalline water pushing little foamy white 
wavelets passed the sides. A warm radiant sun rested gently on my exposed 
skin - peaceful relaxation mingled with my hectic past washing it away. Our 
perfect day was painted in a light blue with puffy white softly gliding clouds 
wedded to a mildly enticing ocean horizon. Time was ours to brew slowly to 
serve in a fragrant garden after an easy sigh that releases all the tight energy. 


You looked simply luscious in your gleaming white bikini basking on the 
deck with your soft gleaming brown hair waving lazily upon the mild warm 
breeze. Little beads of perspiration twinkled on your lightly tanned skin 
beckoning for my hands. Your thoughts must have touched my wondering 
hungry eyes for you smiled passionately. 


We were now only 5 nautical miles from the island, the journey was exciting 
and wickedly satisfying but the island was so close our emotions started to 
erupt spasmodically in a wet rhythm even before we set foot on paradise. 
Life was freed from its cage of predictability our leap was more than a 
journey but a long awaited fulfillment of joyful happiness. Leaving behind 
the cold hard ice of the north for the salty taste of ocean spray wafted along 
on pungently enticing air we rode each wave towards the island. With each 
wave we pushed up and down along the softly gliding path we'd chosen to 
explore. 


Our feet made contact with a smooth saline liquid to rest in the snug moist 
sand that invited our presence. We brought our craft ashore to have it rest 
tightly between to firm palms. What a beautiful day, nothing could compare 
with this day of memories. Yes, this second, minute, hour would be etched 
clearly in our future unhappiness - our anchor of fleeting unlimited pleasure. 
How very difficult to live on a rock of diamond hardness unyielding to the 
touch or uncalculated moment - this was more happiness than we could 
comprehend. We must keep it alive indefinitely, never to return to our armor 
clad puritan robot lives. 


Walking carelessly we hugged the shoreline leaving footprints in the white 
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pure crystals that were washed away by the incoming tide as we moved on 
towards the waterfront bungalow. Holding hands we gently stepped upon 
each wooden step heading towards the door of the grass hut. Windows 
looked out over the blue foam peaked blue merged horizon and in either 
direction down the palm lined beach. Off in the distance could be seen a pair 
of mountain peaks with protruding crowns resting solidly against a lush 
earth. Located between the sun glistening peaks was a deep blue lagoon 
faintly visible from our distant vantage point. 


In the corner at the front of the hut was a box filled with wood from which 
we grabbed each long piece laying it in the outside cooking pit so that we 
might enjoy our fish brought from the boat. We roasted it lightly, hearing its 
faint crackling in the burning hole. When it was delicately brown we ate 
greedily with each delirious bite rushing forth a burst of flavor. After dinner 
we laid in the open under a canopy of stars that beamed their greeting from 
far off in the heavens. Arms and legs resting upon each other we let the cool 
sweet air touch our bodies all night in our utter contentment. 


Morning came with the call of gulls as a strong yellow presence emerged 
from its ocean depths. Such enchanting eyes met mine as we headed back 
down the beach toward the boat that would return us once more to 
civilization - or so those most esteemed truly believed. 
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Waiting for the Last Tear 


Not knowing whether to praise or let the disgust seep further into a tattered 
soul the leader chose instead to plop his magnificent tosh in the cushy 
overstuffed chair. Drugs pumping through his thin veins made his head 
throb. Issuing ultimatums was the easy part of the job especially when he 
didn’t have a clue how to gauge the effects of idiotic actions — didn’t give a 
damn anyway. 


All those slobs congregating at the steps of the government buildings only 
jacked-up the determination of all the party-rats. Lobbyists, body-snatched 
legislators, and the assorted other rift-raft of a dysfunctional orchestrated 
corruption were buzzed beyond even their comprehension. Someone, some 
other tenant of the big business machine state leader’s home had even had 
the foresight to hang a disco-ball from the orgy hall. Dancing was just short 
foreplay. Hell, getting right down to the grind and shooting gallons of 
specially concocted junk into pin-pricked veins along with pounds of white 
powder into gigantic raw noses — this was the objective — let the bottom- 
scrappers on the manicured lawn drop dead. 


Broken hearts, crying mothers; all that shit just rolled off lily white 
shoulders. Give them a few scraps from the gold dining table. 


A thousand miles in that direction — just out there in the hinterland — army 
tanks rattled along potholed roads navigating over jagged pavement 
protruding at odd angles. The whole 5th division was advancing towards the 
last hamlet occupied by night workers. Unemployed, long-term jobless, idle 
rebels digging in garbage during the day this whole stinking piece of shit 
called a town was revolting. Ordering the tanks to fire on these night 
workers, and assorted malcontents was easy for a squash brain attached to a 
poisoned body. Just another day in the care of the grinding gears of 
destruction. 


What the hell is all that commotion? The castle guards need to release the 
attack dogs so they can snag a few limbs so these pushy crawlers can scurry 
back to their holes. That ringleader standing on a rusty oil drum is raising 
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his fist. Now the whole lot of these peasants is raising their fists. Haven’t 
those burrito pieces been dumped on the rabble? 


Now instead of empty fists their grimy paws are holding big heavy steel 
wrenches. Waving these wrenches menacingly in time to some unheard 
musical score they circle wildly towards the sky. 


Tomorrow all the entire leadership will meet with this leader — money along 
with a few of his own harem blonds will surely redirect his passions. 


Soap scum, that black ring that encrusts the business of government isn’t 
easily removed. The days aren’t endless and the years just allow the sore to 
fester purple. When it erupts the purple will blast from the open roads to 
crash the parapets to smithereens. 


A last tear will fall. 
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Reality Creation Board 


"They've just grilled him over a charbroil pit but he refuses to divulge his 
secrets. We’re tired to the point of total exhaustion. It was no use; this task 
force was a failure not a single actionable sliver of intelligence has been 
extracted. All the operatives, trained stoolies, and jasmine scented blonds 
were ineffectual against this tightly bound organization. No matter the 
technique nothing penetrated the veneer of these crusaders." 


Having been at it for close to a month the Reality Creation Board no longer 
had the wherewithal or desire to alter events connected with this passionate 
group of believers. Numbering close to 2 billion followers with more 
coming on board everyday it was the perception of the Rulers that it would 
be impossible to extinguish this nuisance. Not only had they multiplied 
beyond the scope of Reality Stabilization’s capabilities these individual 
entities had infiltrated the very fabric of planetary life. 


It was even conceivable that the very reality that the Reality Creation Board 
was tasked with creating was being influenced by this global infection. The 
once reliable organizations tasked with shaping Meld Thoughts — all the 
beliefs and conceptions of generations of non-individuals were now in 
jeopardy. No one, or more precisely no melded teams or approved groups 
could be found that could successfully confront this onrush of experience 
loving passion infused souls. 


Keeping the populace sufficiently jacked-up on violence was ineffectual 
when an increasing number of these individuals were refusing to participate. 
They just didn’t have the desire to watch movies or consume media that had 
no intellectual quality. Their desires were purely confined towards the 
pleasures of being human and relegating deviant behaviors like violence to 
the gutter where it belonged. Just like a gutter is seldom noticed these 
unique generalists never made the connection with the sludge gushing from 
the gutter and the need to be afraid. They just ignored all our efforts at 
instilling constant fear and its subsequent incapacitation. 


Now we’re facing the distinct possibility that our walls of carefully 
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constructed illusion are crumbling. How are we to keep these freethinkers 
from expanding their grasp on a world we’ve effectively ruled for centuries? 
This is a very infuriating thought that our best efforts have been for naught. 


Not long ago prior to the introduction of the Internet we were able to feed 
the pliable masses a steady drip of grog over easily manipulated media 
channels that never balked at presenting the Accepted Cultural Folklore. It is 
a fact that we kept this entire miserable planet eating out of our hand and 
most importantly working their asses off. Now with this steady stream of 
uncontrolled communication coursing from innumerable online devices the 
Reality Creation Board is unable to force feed the version of reality that 
keeps these droids happily cleaved to their rotten daily routine. They’re now 
asking too many questions and worse of all starting to develop cogent 
thoughts. 


All is not lost because our Meld Thoughts team is starting to get a handle on 
all this damn questioning. They are engaged in a project that is building 
another layer of unreality below the singular macro layer that is dissolving. 
By instilling doubt in those who are questioning their existence by labeling 
those who question as deviants this special team of Group Think Resolvers 
is beginning to turn the tide on the Individuals. All kinds of special 
categories are being created by this team to label this or that identified 
deviant. If we can break these unchained graspers of reason out from their 
fellows, isolate them, and make them seem unreasonable then the whole 
global renaissance will implode from within. 


REPORT FROM CORPGOV March 2030 


“Efforts to inoculate the general global population from disruptive 
unproductive actions and remarks have been successful. To date, Group 
Think has been fully absorbed with little to no disturbances being reported. 
Worker productivity has increased at double digit rates not seen since prior 
to our gouging of the governmental treasuries during the ‘financial crisis’. 
Control is effectively at 100% with all the vast stock of worker serfs focused 
totally on nothing but their steady production and their constant instilled 
fear. All is well, our islands of wealth are safe, and we foresee no more 
street demonstrations against our rule.” 
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Cheap Death 


Not far off, about a quarter mile, the tortured red landscape of powdery pink 
dirt, boulders, and millions of pebbles lapped against a pure white saucer. 
Resting silently this beautiful seamless shiny work of art was rooted into the 
planet. In all directions nothing moved stirred or skittered, it was total 
desolation. 


"Ore Seeker 1" was sent to this remote part of Mars to find precious iron ore 
deposits. It was the year 3200, a nasty Corporatist gang of Overlords ruled 
Earth extracting the last resources and working the planet's inhabitants to 
death in slave camps. Long ago dispensing with utilizing lobbyist 
middlemen multinational corporations had dissolved all the facades of 
‘democratic’ institutions in favor of cost effective direct dictatorial rule. 


Year after year resources had been raked from Earth. Gaping holes and 
ravines were torn across a surface denuded of all plant life. Labor gulags 
controlled by territorial rulers roamed the crumbling roads, now mere trails 
in search of their next subsistence contract. 


Living high up in palace playgrounds stainless steel castles reflected a 
blinding glare in all directions for hundreds of miles. This was where the 
privileged lived, those fortunate to trace their lineage from the first 
Corporatist ruler's way back before planned mega business collectivism was 
openly proclaimed - before ruthless oppression was this flesh devouring 
beast leaving emaciated skeletons of the promising human stock. 


With no mandate to explore, only locate the much needed iron, this crew of 
four from Calastro (a play town of every conceivable debauchery) wasn't 
much interested in the lone saucer. 


Not of Earthly origin this jewel of creation made their dumpy square lander 
- a pimpled rivet formed contraption look ridiculous. For it was a creation 
flowing from independent minds able to express their intellectual freedom 
without fear. Official creeds, fallacious doctrine, and anti-rationalism hadn't 
crafted this beauty - absolutely not! This technological marvel was imagined 
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by individuals producing in economic freedom, blissfully cherishing their 
libertarian roots. 


ae 2 


It had already been a costly trip; the Accountant tasked with keeping 
expenditures in line with all cheap efforts was mumbling obscenities as he 
punched numbers in his floppy beat up calculator. They had eaten far too 
much gruel for a crew of four, drank a tad bit more water than allowable, 
and expended more energy on sex than the castle dwellers condoned in the 
"Daily Life and Work Cost Rule Book". 


Keeping the sultans happy was difficult because they still needed engineers, 
scientists, and professionals of questionable skills. But these passed down 
knowledge slaves were in such short supply that even the "The Book" was 
bent in miserly ways to keep the crews duplicating the much needed 
rubbish. 


For decades the smelting plant built with scraps, pieces of mere junk welded 
in a mess of angles processed its impure hunks of slag. Positioned in front of 
the first gaping ditch on Mars that had been christened with slave hands, it 
operated - that is the automatons worked oblivious - in blind drudgery like 
mindless moles. Larger square pimpled freighters came to haul the 
discolored crap back to the dying world. Not a soul existed to question, to 
explore, to inquire, to seek, to form independent abstractions. The white 
treasure sat with more chalky pink dust breaching its glowing silhouette. 


Half a century passed. Activity at the mine ended, the dumpy pimple 
encrusted ships stopped coming. By this time the crystal dome was the only 
visible trace of the magnificent white jewel that was buried beneath layers of 
pink dust. Humanity was just bones sunk into shallow graves on a blue 
planet gliding silently around a star on the outer edge of deep space. 
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Freedom’s Pulse 


"How much further is it?" John Yates was tired. Angelia Lopez was equally 
tired but had 10 years less on her age odometer than John who was nearing 
retirement at the end of his commission. Briskly walking for over a week the 
two rangers felt certain they'd have seen "It" before now but that was how 
these ‘Excursions’ sometimes went. You'd climb cliffs, walk along 
crumbling powdery red dirt paths, all the time lugging a full 20 pound 
pressure suit on a sweaty body. 


The sun was always up there in that coral red sky - a pale reminder of just 
how intense it could be if this desert world was a million klicks closer. 
Thankfully, they had a constant temperature regulated space suit that even 
though manufactured to the lowest of specifications allowed them to sweat 
instead of freeze. Never could predict just what extreme your miserable 
piece of shit equipment would force you to endure. All the crap came from 
the same labor slave factories in the asteroid belt. 


"Damn we've got Freedom Freaks claiming this rotten stretch of dust." John 
was Clearly irritated at having so many unusual situations on this, one of his 
last treks across this God forsaken planet. The Legion Seal covered the sheer 
rock face. 


Their glorious leader, the savior of interplanetary Corporatism, the all- 
knowing, all seeing, all something or other tyrant that ruled this decay 
riddled solar system had graciously bestowed the name Freedom Freaks on 
those who sought to live outside his direct punishment. 


Not allowing any individual thoughts or actions. Dragor Ivanovich or more 
precisely Chief Executive Ivanovich the sick monster had been an absolutist 
since he could drag a severed head along the floor with one hand while 
crawling toward dad's warm embrace - the product of pure evil. His was not 
a brutality wielded with restraint, confined to a few tortures and mass 
executions, restrained by a powerful cabal, but sheer unrelenting violence 
ripping to pieces anyone foolish enough to cross his path. Hence the term 
"Freaks" terminating his pet phrase "Freedom Freaks" - for he truly believed 
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that if you were stupid enough to desire freedom in his private dominion of 
terror you had to be some kind of freak. 


This group of degenerates that John and Angelia had stumbled upon would 
get the full treatment. Nothing would be held back even if they hadn't yet 
fulfilled the requirements of their Excursion. John clicked on his wrist 
communicator. "This is Zelon536 requesting a full cleansing of the Uldrich 
Region sector 45-78-54? It only took a few seconds for the hard deep voice 
to respond. "Cleansing will take place within 5 minutes." 


That gave them just enough time to erect their Personal Shields. They 
quickly looked around for a smooth patch of ground and brushed away any 
rocks too ensure a good seal. 


Meanwhile, breaking through the atmosphere of this bleak bit of hell was a 
Scorpion Attack Cruiser readying a Fusion bomb for deployment on the 
camp. Children could be seen running around kicking a ball beneath the 
temporary atmosphere totally oblivious to the SA Cruiser that was about to 
murder them and their parents. The killing machine was fully ready to 
vaporize these insignificant ten thousand souls - these Freedom Freaks. 


Mere seconds remained. Time ticked by at an imperceptible pace. Not able 
to think without first 'swallowing' the prescribed phony logic these rangers 
of the grand planetary slave cage didn't comprehend how the "it" of their 
"Excursions" fit into the "Freaks" cry for freedom. The "It" that all rangers 
sought to kill; the "filthy stinking winged creature" was not filthy or stinking 
but an intelligent life form that risked being executed not for stealing 
precious metals from mines but for saving irreplaceable souls. Digging near 
the mines was but a clever red herring meant to hide their true intentions, 
their real mission. 


All of a sudden the Legion Seal started glowing - activated by the "It". The 
Scorpion Attack Cruiser vanished. The crew had transmitted a cryptic 
message minutes before being obliterated - "systems malfunctioning”. 
Nothing strange about a malfunctioning system on how ever many SA 
Cruisers that never made it back to their bases - just cheap slave junk that 
failed. 
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The children continued playing their game of kick ball. The rangers saw a 
flash of blinding light and reported that their mission was successful the "It" 
had been killed. Once more, illusion beautifully shaped reality. 
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A New Day in Autumn 


The parking lot was dimly lit. How long had he been traveling the potholed 
roads? Craig felt the slow passage of time, it ate at him; the constant grind 
was wearing him down. Having spoken to thousands over the past year, 
bringing truth - a reality to replace their stifling illusion, unwinding years of 
carefully crafted meaningless words steeped in lies, this was his passion, 
what kept him going. 


Had it really been five years? 


Tangling head-on with the powerful forces that breathed corruption had cost 
him his job early on - the power of the written word was his to command, 
this terrified the castle dwellers especially when people started to listen. 
Words were his weapon, his friend, and an acknowledged threat to the status 
quo. 


With the revolution sweeping past the crafty onslaught of spin, disregarding 
the careless meaningless words from their enemy he was able to finally get 
out amongst the many, his folk - the forgotten citizenry - a raging mad 
hellcat tearing the imposters to bits. 


Why wouldn't they be angry, both political parties had milked them dry, 
turning a once vibrant nation into a decaying hulk no longer capable of 
existing - a transformation was in order? 


Armed insurrection was raging across the dirty broken down landscape. Pent 
up forces were finding the culprits, their oppressors, those anointed elites 
who'd stolen their future and were burying them deep - a purging, the 
cleansing had begun. 


A blood red sky had ushered in a revolution to disentangle the prisoners 
from their barbed wire. 


Special candidates from both parties had been chosen by the few months ago 
but had stopped infecting the airwaves with their poison. At some point they 
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realized that no one was listening. The many had moved on, were pondering 
an honest future. 


Millions, billions, and a few trillions of treasure had been blown on the care 
and upkeep of the special few - all of it gone, flushed down insatiable guts, 
floating on oceans, flying in the sky, rising in elegance on seashores, 
collecting dust in cavernous garages, most of it seldom used - an expression 
of gluttonous waste. 


A new day dawned, a crisp cool morning in autumn. The story of a great 
nation was finally beginning. 
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Freedom 


Wasting, withering to a bony frame, my silence has insured my demise. Not 
more than a coherent fiber of disgust, less than a mild passion, my 
grievances with the current autocracy meander back to the safe corner of 
complacency. 


My dad's response to all the analysts, brilliant spokes in the bent wheel of 
society, respected duty-bound workers who never complained was a singular 
belch. Intently locked in his overstuffed chair, downing a quantity of beer 
and chips that would have made an elephant sick this proud observer 
languished in ineptitude. 


This man's man, boundless follower, fine father, and agreeable soul enjoyed 
every whiff of air streaming into his lungs. He rarely had a bad day, was 
always optimistic, never withdrawn - his capacity to see past adversity was 
superhuman. 


But that was all before our multi-national controlled governments took the 
big leap to pure slavery. Not the kind that left you scraping bottom but 
instead inhabiting it. 


Right this minute dad with his puffy right-hand is twisting a medium sized 
dog on a skewer. He's become quite skilled at scorching these rotten 
carcasses into crispy brown creations. Even though his rations are 
supplemented by a family allowance not being put to work for well over a 
year means that we often eat dead droppings instead of fresh carved horse. 
Costing our masters in time and money to have dead carcasses bagged they 
distribute each wormy mass to the optimal number of slaves. Therefore a 
single petrified roasted stump of protein with the accompanying pungent 
odor has to be shared with over a hundred other Less Desirables - that 
equates to one slimy-brown strip apiece. For when you're retired to the 
Labor Surplus Camp you have to expect your suffering to be just a tad bit 
more acute. 


Being far removed from the labor camp our walk over the rut covered 
104 


muddy path takes us about three hours each way. Singing patriotic songs 
belonging to a hopeful spring day decades ago my dad always keeps us 
moving our legs over the scum like the preprogrammed robots we've 
become. 


His last walk will be any day now so why shouldn't he keep his spirits high. 
When you aren't allotted work and you're an old horse who can't make 
money for the masters they just take you to the Slab and clobber you with a 
mallet. The Slab's supposed to be real red from all the blood that's gushed 
onto its white surface. Maybe, I'll find out if I reach the ripe old age of 
thirty. 


Don't know how dad made it this long? Possibly, he just slumped into a 
routine - that's it after all he was always the grand acceptor of his fate. He 
must have passed that gene onto me because I don't think the Taskmaster's at 
our site ever thought I'd advance to Prime Slave material. 


No that wasn't it, what saved me was I discovered early on that getting to the 
work site worn-out was never a valid excuse to not work like a fiend. My 
first Taskmaster never the sentimental sort would just laugh when he saw 
my small seven-year-old legs trembling from the extreme exertion. 


I'll never forget that bright morning with its deep blue sky. It felt like a new 
horizon was opening up all these beautiful flowers had bloomed at daybreak. 
Being a child I had this unique sensation, I was expecting the best even if I'd 
been plunged into the worst. Anyway, my eyes must have been bulging 
white with fear when I saw a girl not more than a year older than my five 
years being dragged to the edge of the Waste Pit screaming bloody murder. 
All my happy stirrings ceased when my ears registered the abrupt silence. A 
hammer was mercilessly slammed into her skull. I resolved never to again 
be deluded into believing our masters were human. From that point on I 
knew they were animals. 


So now it's a lot easier to just let the sharp tearing claws of pain rip at my 
legs and have them morph into a throbbing numb clump of wood. For I 
never let my focus flicker from that sunny deep blue morning. Heading in a 
long winding string of drooping shoulders back to camp, in the black of 
night, this is how I survive - exist. 
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They did come for dad, but at least it was a miserable day not a false day of 
hope. He left without a struggle. That was so like dad. 


A guy I know from headquarters told me a story about a week ago. He's a 
smart guy so I'm inclined to believe him. I guess that's why he can sit behind 
a desk with shining steel encircling his ankles for hours on end with only a 
sore butt for his walk back to camp. This guy who comes down to the pit 
every so often to write some figures down said that the reason our elite 
masters were having us dredge a canal by hand instead of use machines was 
because human hands, thousands of hands could save billions on machine 
maintenance costs and fuel. In case you weren't paying attention these were 
elite business masters who'd calculated this huge savings not government 
masters - granted it is hard to differentiate between the two. 


So now I knew why my upper torso merged with my lower to turn into this 
huge lump of pain - a higher profit, more bags of loot for our lords. That 
could also be why by days end after scraping my hands raw for eighteen 
hours with only a ten-minute break for gruel I'd feel like grabbing a large 
jagged rock on the ground and pounding my head to a pulp; some chose 
flying from the cliff. Problem was the three hours of sleep we got every 
night just wasn't enough time to recharge even your little toe. We were in a 
constant state of delirium - termed "death stare". 


A tap, tap, tap of gunfire can be heard in the distance near the base of the 
mountains. There's this wave of scarecrows hobbling towards us shouting a 
word I haven't heard for ages. Yes, that's it; my dad said it in his sleep every 
now and then. I think its FREEDOM. 
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The Greedy Tyrants Playtime 


Collecting the wafers had been made easier during the first part of the 
month. With so many out promoting the gracious gifts, words, and assorted 
ointments few remained to gather up these simplest of leftovers. 


All seal holders, wafer collectors, were compelled to sign on the dotted line 
at the bottom of a completely incomprehensible contract. Somewhere in the 
maze of legalese lurked the requirement, follow the guidelines of the 
contract and you would meet this requirement. Always a safe bet was to 
collect the wafers nonstop, so anything that made that task easier was a 
welcomed gift. 


Just spelling out, comprehending the guidelines of the contract had been left 
to the Readers. They were able to decipher your Life Contract so you 
wouldn't end up making a terrible mistake. The slightest error in your 
expected activities would cost you dearly. 


Following the edicts, all those rules spelled out in a Life Contract wasn't all 
that difficult once your Reader spelled out your daily routine. Even the bags 
could be found blowing from curb to curb, into leg high weed covered 
yards, or just about wherever your eyes landed. 


Walla, the bag you were looking for could be right at your feet. Problem was 
not all bags were meant for all wafers. There were coded, plastic, paper, 
painted, so many, but few that fit the precise requirements. But they had to 
be behind the fence, you'd expend little effort finding them. 


Lifting up the bag and glancing at its underside would reveal the designation 
in bold official looking script - the department that issued the particular bag. 
If it were your department, your assigned agency, you'd surely be carrying 
the ceramic hand sized seal in your pocket. Otherwise, just forget about 
using that bag for your wafers. Just because all bags and wafers were 
released from the same plane's cargo hold the night before didn't mean they 
could be deemed similar in any way shape or form to one another. 
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Floating on the nightly wind current like lost messengers they would drift 
until they landed helplessly in a field, on a street, on top of a roof, in a road, 
some had even been found floating on top of the oil covered surface of the 
ocean - beyond the beach fence. 


What a marvelous pastime this collecting of wafers matched to particular 
bags. Seal holders were an enormous team on the prowl, eagle focused upon 
spotting their particular department's wafers. Search councils comprised of 
the best, most proficient spotters of bags or wafers had been formed. Meals 
could be skipped but the uncovering of bag hiding places and the snatching 
of associated clearly marked wafers must continue unabated day and night. 
Each department had been broken down into two shifts that were equally 
devoted to searching for these precious commodities. 


Only on days like today was it permissible to pander the trinkets of your 
respective department, it was deemed a good team building exercise. This 
special day was ordained "Team Appreciation Day". 


If you were granted a "Team Appreciation Day" per the dictates of your 
contract you could pander your department's trinkets and participate in a 
team building pep rally. These were special events. Hundreds of thousands 
of your fellow seal holders cheering, chanting, and waving your 
departmental flag made for an exhilarating experience. You just couldn't 
help getting pumped up with a gush of pride for your department. 


Of course, prior to cheering or chanting the words outlined in Section 21090 
- B of your department contract you first had to find out from your Reader 
whether your contract gave you the right to this privilege. You must 
understand with so many contracts, endless clauses, crisscrossing 
conditions, and lengthy sub-conditions your Reader was the only one 
qualified to decipher each uniquely different Life Contract. 


At least the Section titles of every contract were the same, but the similarity 
ended there, the rules that bound all citizens to a well-defined path spelled 
out in their Life Contract were all different. 


Your Life Contract regulated even your death. Some lucky souls would die 
at a ripe old age; others not so fortunate would be terminated before they'd 
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completed the tasks they'd been assigned, in the prime of their youth. 


The faulty computer housed in the master's residence on the craggy side of 
Mount Rump spit out this random mishmash of Life Contracts matching 
each to a new born. 


Dillon Cravats was a teammate of Department F. Lately less focused on his 
primary task he had degenerated into this non-productive worrywart. Overly 
obsessed with his low numbered ceramic seal he had trouble concentrating. 
It was taking him just a tad bit longer to locate his bags & wafers. 


Hearing all the stories about how the master's computer had been 
programmed to assign low numbers to those who would be terminated early 
he just couldn't stop thinking about his demise. It didn't bother Dillon until 
he'd reached his eighteenth birthday last month. Everyone new that no 
terminations ever took place before the master officially deemed you an 
adult. You could breathe freely until you crossed the dangerous threshold of 
your eightieth year in captivity. 


Now spending every passing moment wondering when they'd come for him, 
Dillon was in a state of panic. Would they arrive at night when he was 
staring into darkness, outside when he was dutifully collecting wafers, or 
some totally unexpected hour startling him into a stunned immobilizing 
shock? Hard to tell, the lore varied so much that it was impossible to discern 
any pattern. The behavior of the master's henchmen were erratic at best, no 
living seal holder had ‘digested’ enough "talking points" to definitively say 
when they typically swooped down on their prey. 


He'd always been far better at finding the wafers that matched his 
department bag than just about any of his other seal holders. Never shirking 
his duties under his contract even on his off time, Dillon just couldn't 
understand how the master could logically justify his removal. There were 
undoubtedly far less qualified wafer gathers that were lacking in the 
necessary zeal, commitment, and dedication. He was an excellent wafer 
gather, a cut above the common rabble. 


109 


All this had to be mixed into the master's calculus for determining who got 
whacked first and in what order. It was just inconceivable that life was just 
some random hodgepodge of disordered events? Even more inconceivable 
was that the master wasn't this orderly, intelligent, analytical, logical 
guardian ready to protect the sacred values for the benefit of all. Therefore, 
Dillon felt it was his obligation to do his part by having his entire life's 
course laid out by the master. After all, wasn't that the duty of all seal 
holders? 


Back in the days of disillusion, right after the societal collapse following the 
self-destructive Corporatist tyranny that blew a hole clear through the floor 
of reason - out stepped these masters from the ruins - it was so biblical. 


With the old multi-national controlled governments in disarray, anarchy 
ripping apart the carcass of ultra-capitalism, the economy in shambles from 
an income crisis brought on by billions of low-wage labors demanding less, 
and spending more frugally, in stepped a few charismatic power hungry 
despots to fill the void. 


No longer easily lolled into believing the democratic process with its lofty 
ideals so seldom upheld, those left clinging to survival finally understood 
that sheer power would be exerted through any governmental facade 
regardless of type. For didn't the impetus for all changes (good or bad) 
always come from those who were in power and it very seldom was the 
amorphous masses that wielded it. They finally understood why cogs in a 
wheel are always molded to fit the wheel not the other way around. 


Shaking out of his reflective depression Dillon exhaled deeply. Thank God 
for small miracles! He was still alive. 


He resolved to work harder, contemplate less, and be more obedient, more 
absolute in following his life contract's unintelligible nuances - at least as 
they were interpreted this week by his Reader. 


A new day had dawned and he would make the most of it by striking out 
early to search for wafers. 


Jumping down from his bunk in the men's barracks his feet plopped into a 
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pool of oil sludge that had seeped up from beneath the dirt floor overnight. 
He instinctively grabbed the torn towel hanging on a hook nearby and wiped 
the oil off his feet. Walking carefully by moonlight that was weakly 
illuminating the shack he bypassed all the other oil pools that had formed 
and made his way to the bare pine table & chairs. 


Pulling the chair out from under the table he listlessly sat down, half awake. 
The snoring from the other seal holders was deafening in the morning 
stillness. Reaching over to the far end of the table he picked out his rusty 
cup from the other's resting haphazardly on a large piece of cardboard. 
Positioning it under the sweaty water canteen's spigot he pushed the button 
letting the brownish liquid gurgle like syrup into his cup. 


After drinking what was supposed to pass for water Dillon would always 
feel nauseous, a little dizzy, this morning was no different. With his heart 
racing, pounding furiously, he gripped the sides of the table to wait till the 
nausea passed. 


His body's response was no different than his fellow seal holders. Poison 
even in small quantities just destroyed the cells slower - it would have 
eventually killed all of them if they hadn't been finished off sooner by their 
master. 


In spite of this morning's rough start, Dillon resolved that today would be a 
special day. A day with a new beginning, he would gather the all-time 
record number of wafers for his department. 


Squeaking on worn-out hinges, the door opened slowly. Two hooded giants 
dressed in coal black flowing robes entered. Their hoods were so dark their 
eyes resembled mere shadows in the moonlight. What meager light was in 
the shack was pulled towards them like a black hole, draws, and then 
devours the puny celestial bodies that stray to close. 


Surveying the bunks attached to the walls they headed directly to Dillon's 
empty bunk. 


Sitting at the other end of the shack Dillon watched in a cold sweat, terrified, 
frozen to his beat up chair. 
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They pulled out a white document that they were now consulting. A black 
leather gloved forefinger pointed to his number affixed to his bunk. Turning 
immediately in his direction they proceeded to move towards him, gliding 
like phantoms above the oily dirt floor. 


When they were standing directly in front of Dillon they just stood there for 
about thirty seconds. The larger demon raised the white document up to eye 
level. Stooping down, Dillon could see that the demon's dark eyes were like 
bottomless black holes that sucked heartily at his defenseless soul. Dillon 
started panting uncontrollably. 


Now only about a few inches from his chest the black leather glove was 
holding his shirt to position it better in the moonlight to see the bold red 
numbers affixed to his right breast pocket. 


Dillon's head felt like it was about to explode. 


After again consulting the white document the bigger one seized Dillon by 
his right arm as the other equally menacing aberration tore into the flesh of 
his left arm. 


They proceed to drag him with his limp feet scrapping the rock, dirt 
covered, oily floor of the shack, but quietly so his fellow seal holders 
wouldn't be awakened. Opening the door with a free hand they dragged him 
outside. 


Being dragged over the oily dirt, beneath the silhouettes of twisted 
buildings, a landscape of absolute destruction, they finally reached a 
clearing, a circular pit that must have been a good five hundred feet deep. 


While being dragged into the pit Dillon glimpsed from his semi-conscious 
stupor piles of ivory white spanning the entire length of the pit. His mind not 
working, being unable to define details in its incoherent half-starved 
condition, Dillon just stared listlessly at these mountainous piles. 


Reaching a flat bloody stone inlayed into the ground the black robbed 
demons shoved Dillon into a sitting position. Thrusting the white document 
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towards his trembling hands the black leather gloved servant undoubtedly 
wanted Dillon to read this official looking contract that had his number 
stamped in the upper left-hand corner. 


A light switch was turned on and the whole area was instantly illuminated in 
a pale yellow. Taking the official contract from the executioner's proffered 
hand Dillon started reading, at times re-reading, moving to other pages, in 
what looked like an attempt to glean some logic from this his last contract. 


Dropping the white contract at his feet, shuttering convulsively, laughing 
wildly, crying, in an uncontrollable explosion of emotions Dillon let out a 
blood curling primal scream. 


"Oh, God help us!" 


Not noticing that the larger of the executioners had slipped behind him when 
he was reading Dillon now felt a sharp cut like a razor digging deep into his 
throat. He was now gasping, drowning in a river of his own blood. His mind 
was swirling, glimpses of the past were rushing inside a tunnel. Upon 
reaching a blinding white hole he was filled with the fight that should have 
pervaded his spirit when he was living. The white light vanished. He was 
dead. 


The next day dawned with the same tyrants in power. Playing their game on 
a huge computer screen that showed the score for each department of their 
respective kingdoms these master rulers were wagering huge sums of 
money, placing bets on which departments would prevail. 


They enjoyed this diversion from their dull, boring luxury, pleasure orgies, 
this was ever so fun, and to have a portion of their slave force engaged in 
this game of chance, contractually bound, and controlled, this regulated 
form of greedy entertainment was such a rush. The only downside to this 
pleasurable stimulation was that it cost them money to regulate the required 
number of seal holders. The rules required that only a certain number could 
be kept in play - regular culling was all so necessary. 
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Crossing the Line 


Dropping out of sight, moving stealthily now undetected in the field was the 
latest version of the NIZZ. With all its features enhanced beyond even those 
of Gorgon (its designer) it had become much more dangerous. Gorgon 
wasn’t supposed to die, the plan called for him to remain alive, at least until 
the NIZZ had been stabilized. But like all well formulated and rehearsed 
plans reality had a way of reminding those involved just how unpredictable 
our dynamic universe could be when a single variable was disturbed. 


The Corvon were responsible for unleashing the NIZZ; certainly this was 
better than breaking a time-honored process. No life had ever or could ever 
be worth the intentional deviation from any process. Consequences were 
never important even those with long-term detrimental outcomes; all that 
mattered were the warm fuzzy security felt when every instruction of a 
process was explicitly followed. 


All the leaders of Corvon irrespective of position had been drawn from a 
safe pool of compliant and complacent process ‘hounds’ that could sniff out 
those who’d desire change. Change had always been the enemy. That was 
why every leadership position demanded that the applicant have prior 
management and/or leadership experience. This ensured a steady churn of 
rot that could deteriorate slowly in the ranks of the least able — the decision 
makers. Change could therefore be safely averted — all would rest well in 
their comatose state of societal stasis. 


But this predictable regularity like the excretion of dung squeezed out every 
morning was only forgettable because it was regular. Their lives had the 
regularity of mold growing a spore at a time on a damp hunk of bread. They 
just went through the motions oblivious to their direction. 


The NIZZ had been a reaction to the change that engulfed the Corvon. For 
change just couldn’t be damned up behind a solid wall — reality had to be 
faced even if only cloaked in illusion. Incapable of handling change, the 
Corvon created a class of beings genetically engineered to face adversity 
without fear. 
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Harnessing the genes from an offshoot of the Corvon that had evolved into 
this aggressive large carnivore and coupling these with their own puny 
genetic contribution they gave birth to a new race — the NIZZ. 


Towering over the Corvon by more than 4 feet, the NIZZ, with their 
protruding incisors, bright blue eyes, 5 inch claws, and stealthy ‘silent 
running’ characteristics starkly emphasized the fragile design of the Corvon 
‘model’ — the contrast was shocking. Most Corvon were terrified of the 
NIZZ that is why the Leadership Committee decided it would be best to 
segregate the NIZZ from the general population. Corvon scientists had 
assured the Leadership Committee that the NIZZ could be controlled; they 
could be corralled in camps and extracted when needed. Acting upon the 
advice of the Committee the NIZZ were rounded up and stuffed in the 
camps. 


They were a gallant race these NIZZ, who unknown to the Corvon 
possessed a mind that could rival theirs. Fear just wasn’t in their vocabulary, 
they faced all the obstacles to survival that the Corvon refused to 
acknowledge yet alone confront. They performed all the jobs that the 
Corvon had surrendered from fear or laziness. They became surrogate 
Corvon. 


All the Corvon needed do was to sit in their oversized chairs from sunup to 
sundown. The NIZZ did it all; the Corvon just commanded and became 
weaker in both spirit and mind. In contrast to the Corvon the NIZZ not 
encumbered by inferior genes or the necessity to aimlessly order, direct, or 
control, grew both spiritually and mentally. The future was theirs for the 
taking; they waited patiently as the decades clicked off. 


It was the classic example of the ‘inferior’ acutely aware that their 
blundering masters would eventually reach a dead-end — that would be the 
moment they’d strike. 


On a pure crisp morning when their small dark yellow star rose to light a 


lazy day like so many before, the NIZZ emerged from they’re self-imposed 
decades of slumber. They met the day energized with hatred. 
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Beware those seeking justice for they will execute their plans with a 
vengeance. Pain will become an opiate that they’ll gladly take to be rid of 
their overseers. The NIZZ had reached this defined state of self-respect. 


In every corner of the planet the Corvon were forced to face the cruelest of 
realities — their own death. 
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Galactic CorpGov — Theft on Epsilon Five 


Jorge had been sent to Epsilon Five to investigate a string of thefts from the 
Director's Private Storage (DPS). To Jorge this was a degrading assignment 
since he was considered the preeminent CorpGov Galactic Security Force 
investigator. 


His success at solving the dead case, the case with no leads, and high profile 
cases involving elite members of CorpGov were legendary. Hell he'd even 
solved the Delilian murders after hundreds of incompetents (now deceased) 
spent years uncovering fragmentary evidence. So why was he being sent to 
this shit hole of a planet deep in the Programming Sector? 


Hell he hated programmers of all stripes - they gave him the creeps. They'd 
sit oblivious to everything in these little chairs staring mindlessly off into 
space while their little fingers furiously pounded a keyboard faster and 
faster. 


Hundreds of thousands of these working droids were shoved into massive 
warehouses sitting row upon row in their appointed pod with keyboards 
strapped around their legs pounding out the crap that kept failing. Code that 
their little fingers spewed forth into tiny chips implanted in their brains. 
Chips that allowed them to visualize every line of code they were typing. 
Chips that allowed them to access any program they were permitted to work 
upon. 


They were allotted two breaks over a sixteen hour day - two fifteen minute 
opportunities to use the restroom and hurriedly down some rotten scrap of 
food that an elite Director wouldn't even dream of feeding to his Grog. 


Their work was mind-numbing, body wasting drudgery; not much different 
from the legions of other working slaves bound to Galactic CorpGov. On 
many worlds across the galaxy slaves could be found performing, designing, 
and manufacturing; all forms of worthless garbage. Garbage carelessly 
created in massive excretions every microsecond - garbage that was 
consumed by the elite. 
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Resource wastage was now exacted on a massive scale, not the once decried 
planetary pillage but an even more dangerous galactic pillage. Every 
resource on every planet was available for the immediate consumption or 
conversion by the elite who comprised Galactic CorpGov. All the rest (the 
slaves) that were trapped within Galactic CorpGov's territorial space were 
considered expendable factors of production. 


Every expense was continually reduced so that profit could be maximized 
and these leaches could be satisfied at least for a moment. 


But Galactic CorpGov had declared problems of excessive resource 
depletion, environmental destruction across millions of planets, poor quality, 
and unsustainable society successes. This was a galaxy operating on fear, 
distortion, extortion, corruption, and flimsy disingenuous communication. It 
was a contortion of reality that only allowed utterances of success. 


With a knife at your throat, with your livelihood threatened not a single 
slave in this evil culture of falsehood would dare suggest a negative. 
Therefore, Galactic CorpGov was always operating in the pink. To reinforce 
only the positive the galaxy was fed a thin gruel of propaganda that cleansed 
hatred from all hearts - everyone exhibited a pleasant toothy smile. In this 
alternate universe, this non-reality created by Galactic CorpGov a problem 
was never allowed to raise its ugly head for if it did it was immediately 
chopped off. 


By keeping the entire citizenry under lock & key with very little free time to 
collude or even contemplate their horrible condition the elite powers at the 
top of the pyramid had permanently sealed the lid of discontent. Only 
sporadic individual acts of defiance would erupt and these were severely 
dealt with by CorpGov sanctioned public torture. 


Any individual citizen who committed any act deemed offensive to their 
master corporation or Galactic CorpGov would be hustled straight to the 
public torture booth. Once there, every fleshy appendage attached to their 
body was slowly cut off. This horrendous act of indescribable evil was 
broadcast real-time via holographic feed to all the various corporation 
worksite planetary system properties of Galactic CorpGov. 
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To supplement the terror of the gruesome execution a commentator would 
run down the list of offenses that the condemned citizen was charged with 
by his master corporation. Also, Slave Resources would use this opportunity 
to emphasize all the laws governing every corporate slave. 


None of the particulars ever hindered or bothered Jorge because he knew his 
place on the great crushing wheel of this business & governmental 
abomination. He was simply an enforcer subject to the same cruel laws of 
any other citizen. Jorge was the property of CorpGov Galactic Security 
Force or CGSF for short. 


His elite masters demanded that Jorge exercise his innate creativity, 
intelligence, foresight, and problem solving abilities to protect their 
interests. Jorge had no room for error or compassion if he wished to survive 
for with a slave force spanning an entire galaxy even those once rare 
brilliant minds like his could be found in abundance. Jorge realized that his 
very survival depended upon solving every single case. In this galaxy failure 
of any kind resulted in your head plopping in a basket and your body 
quivering under each gush of blood squirting from your severed neck. Every 
working slave was expendable. 


So for Jorge this case on this orange hued planet was no less important than 
any other case he'd solved on numerous other worlds. He would ferret out 
all the particulars from slaves and masters alike using his time proven 
abilities to see what most missed when viewing a forest of incalculable 
density. 


He thought he'd better first talk with Liorb the Programming Sector 
Supreme Director even if he was certain that he'd never gain admittance to 
this ruler's palace. So when he received notification back at the Level 2 slave 
hostel that this exalted crusher of slaves had permitted Jorge passage into his 
sanctum a shock of disbelief wafted from Jorge's palpitating heart. 


Now navigating the cluttered streets of the corporate center Bio in an AV 
(air vehicle) cab Jorge was able to take his first look at this hub of 
technology - the Planetary Directorate for Galaxy CorpGov's preeminent 
possession. Not exactly relaxed but with his mind off of the upcoming 
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meeting Jorge just sat back in the seat stretching out his legs under the front 
seat of the cabbie. 


But this pearl resembled so many other worlds Jorge had seen, all of them 
rusting hulk's of rough metal. Filth, black encrusted runny goop, 
deteriorating buildings listing on foundations left to crumble, no bustle, no 
commotion, and for that matter no movement in the streets - no this wasn't 
the hidden pearl of his dysfunctional society. When an entire population 
didn't give a hoot whether their society endured, a slow decay set in that ate 
away at the roots - progression had been traded long ago for elite pillage and 
its sibling regression. 


Jorge's superior mind was finely tuned to 'channels' that most couldn't even 
receive; channels that had been broadcasting emergency warnings since he 
was old enough to decipher the signals emitted from his surroundings. It 
wasn't that Jorge was some super human with inhuman powers it was just 
that he'd been born with a highly receptive mind. A mind that was able to 
take in and process inputs at lightning speed, simultaneously from every 
source. 


Jorge was convinced his intellectual adeptness was both a curse and a 
blessing for it provided him with insight when others could only walk 
blindly through life. But it was a curse because in a society that was founded 
upon the cracking rock of stasis, unbending processes, and symbolic 
democracy ultimately resting in a few all power elites at the top he was 
constantly in danger of saying something profound. For the unintended 
slightest slip coming from his insightful mind would result in a certain 
unbearable death. 


Profound theories, revelations, and any potentially galaxy shattering 
pronouncements were reserved for the specially cloned dogma filled 
intelligentsia. Crystal clear to Jorge was the stale moldy nature of such 
pronouncements. When they were rarely made they were just a rehash of 
accepted CorpGov approved theories. This was because any new variable 
that was allowed to enter CorpGov's finely tuned culture of terror and 
coercion had the potential to disrupt their galactic production machine - a 
machine that clunked along its well-worn path. 
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A blue gray Corobian ray shot from either side of the passenger 
compartment penetrating both of Jorge's ear canals. Jorge had reached his 
destination, the Programming Sector Directorate Building. Merging with 
Jorge's brain the Citizen Control central processing unit dragged from 
Jorge's mind the essence of his entire being - his every last thought and 
feeling. 


This intrusion into Jorge's self was essential when those who held power 
must exert complete control over all their subjects. It was an absolute 
guarantee that Jorge was permitted to enter the inner sanctum of power for a 
CorpGov planetary property. 


The Corobian ray immediately disposed of those that weren't permitted or 
invited to any CorpGov power center. Therefore Jorge was always a bit 
apprehensive when that hot liquid feeling beam penetrated his mind. He was 
acutely aware that minor mistakes were quite common in a galaxy of 
incompetents and in an "I don't give a damn whether the piece of shit works" 
slave labor galaxy. 


It would be a minor mistake if he died simply because the Corobian ray 
mistook him for an enemy of the state. Only a mistake or mishap that caused 
the death of an elite member of Galactic CorpGov would be a major tragedy 
in this repulsive society. Jorge was a non-entity, an insignificant piece of 
dust that could be quickly and cleanly wiped away without a trace. 


No matter how many times he'd been invaded by that warm tingling intruder 
Jorge just couldn't help breaking out in a cold sweat afterwards. Luckily the 
only visible sign of weakness discernible was an eruption of water across his 
brow - no other trace wetness could be discernible. 


Safe once again in his own inner thoughts he contemplated how he'd broach 
his question in the least threatening and most respectful way possible. This 
Liorb was only the most powerful elite this side of the galaxy and if you 
took into consideration that the Programming Sector was the most important 
piece of shit in the shit pile that meant that Jorge had to be especially careful 
when questioning Liorb. 


The Programming Sector Supreme Director also was rumored to have a 
121 


terrible temper. When excited he could and had vaporized not just the slave 
that had been the ire of his anger but the unfortunate's entire family. This 
sociopath was more dangerous than any of the other sociopaths who 
occupied the upper echelon of the dirty crust of Galactic CorpGov. Jorge 
was not looking forward to this first meeting. He even believed that it was 
very possible he'd leave the Directorate building out through the exhaust of 
the ventilation system's impurity removal tube. 


Verified, vetted, and probed without incident Jorge's passenger compartment 
swung open extending an arm that sealed the passageway leading to a black 
glittering reddish hatch that slid open. A deep hissing steam could be heard 
quickly escaping from the hatch. Jorge even detected a ting of death leaking 
slowly into the passageway. Fear could not even begin to describe how 
Jorge felt at this moment. 


Stepping very slowly from the air cab onto the sterilization grid Jorge 
looking down at his body was shocked to find what must have been millions 
of sparkling specks making their way toward his face from his feet. Not 
experiencing a state-of-the-art Malio Sterilization scrub before Jorge was 
now watching these Energy Crawlers cover every inch of his body - he was 
also acutely aware that they were also moving under his clothes. 


Heaven forbid if any toxin, allergen, virus, or dirt contaminate the 
immaculately clean castle of his rulers. In their eyes he was a dirty heathen, 
a reject only being admitted into their space for a special purpose but damn 
if they'd have him dirty their 'floor'. He'd try not to disturb any precious 
vapor of air or tidy little trinket in his supreme master's home. 


Now with these 'creepies' down in the grid from where they'd crawled Jorge 
proceeded ever so carefully to walk toward the open hatch. When he got 
closer to the hatch he could see that a gray light vibrated in waves on the 
other side. Never emitted to see an elite at this level of power before Jorge 
had no idea of what he'd find on the other side of this opening. For that 
matter, no slave citizen had ever glimpsed a master of this caliber; they 
cloistered themselves behind impenetrable walls and energy barriers. So 
why was this Supreme ruler willing to see him? 


Stepping over the lower lip of the open hatch Jorge entered the inner 
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sanctum of this all-powerful tyrant. What he experienced on this side was a 
feeling of dread that was so intense he couldn't move his legs. He was 
psychologically paralyzed right where he stood. 


Darkness colored all in a coal black - no light penetrated this working tomb. 
Glowing crimson dials, knobs, buttons, and touch sensitive walls with 
indecipherable information scrolling down toward the floor all radiating a 
deeper red intensified Jorge's feeling of impending doom. An evil, an 
indescribable terror, death, hatred; all that could be perceived by Jorge as 
bad hung in the air of this place. It leaked into his body through his exposed 
skin. 


The air itself was thick - it vibrated, its visible waves pounding its pungent 
sickly smell of carrion deep into Jorge's nose. He felt like vomiting; his 
senses were overwhelmed - they were being tortured by an ominous entity 
ready to swoop down on its victim. 


But he'd surely be dead right this second if the PS Supreme Director had any 
intention of killing him on sight? Jorge was now wondering where the 
Supreme Director was - why hadn't he seen him? Being omnipotent the 
Supreme Director had nothing to fear; was beyond any law, and quite 
positively didn't need to hide from Jorge. 


So where was he? It had been over two hours with no sign of the Director 
when Jorge decided he'd better take matters into his own hands. He couldn't 
stand in this chamber indefinitely. He'd either have to find a way out or 
locate a communication medium that would allow him to contact the 
Supreme Director. 


Neither option had the slightest appeal. Jorge couldn't even envision himself 
leaving this chamber/tomb without the express permission of the Supreme 
Director, let alone making first contact with this easily irritated dictator. So 
he stood, until his legs gave out. 


Wheezing through cracked lips that hadn't felt cool water in more than a 


week Jorge passed his last word to a creature that was looking down at him. 
"Why?" 
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Once dead the creature stood by Jorge's body looking at it with the 
dispassionate demeanor of a lab technician. Materializing from the 
shimmering gray air yet another creature emerged from the darkness. Both 
were around four feet in height with large black oblong eyes. Their skin had 
a white pasty color and where their mouths should have been there was just 
a small hole. They were dressed in a shiny silver fabric that seemed to 
absorb light even the meager red light of this tomb. 


With long spindly hands they reached down and grabbed Jorge's body 
carefully placing it on three thin beams of blood red light that rested in the 
air above the floor. 


Telepathically merging they communicated. 


"This specimen is a perfect example of the docile, subservient, and 
compliant nature of their species." 


"Exactly, just feed them a steady stream of propaganda. Keep them fearful 
of authority even if it's an authority they can't even directly identify and they 
can be pacified without the slightest of effort." 


"Yes, they are weak beings." 


"But that is what makes them such perfect slaves. Remember our leisure 
depends upon just such obedient, sniveling, frightened, short-sighted 
conformists that follow along without question." 


"This test proved beyond any doubt that humans would be obedient slaves to 
the end. When the last of their kind are no longer needed we can be assured 
even then that they'd comply with our directives." 


"Isn't it wonderful that we happened upon such a weak spirited race - a 
species that will allow us to commit any travesty imaginable?" 


"Remember, when a people's spirit has been destroyed they are incapable of 
exacting justice upon their oppressors." 


After filing their report the creatures readied the room for the next 
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infrequent test subject. 


A blood red beam now began covering Jorge's body until it resembled a 
placenta like cocoon. The bloody cocoon then started receding into the 
vibrating gray air, getting smaller and smaller until it was completely 
swallowed up. 


Looking in the direction of the gray oscillating air the two creatures started 
their walk back into the darkness merging with its nighttime qualities only to 


reappear when another subject was summoned. 


Their job was to periodically 'test the water’. 
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CorpGov Emphasizes Education 


"Get in line!" yelled the red faced commandant of CorpGov University 501. 
If the education slaves had the luxury of looking skyward out beyond their 
newly constructed thought prison they would have seen a flock of birds 
beating violently to stay clear of their speck of visible blue sky. But these 
young indoctrinated believers in the unbelievable just riveted their attention 
upon the dispassionately mean eyes of the commandant. 


Meanwhile, the birds passing over this colorless, uniform chunk of concrete 
block were filled with terror at being dragged down towards this malignant 
surface that greedily engulfed its natural surroundings. Even these small- 
brained thinkers could sense an evil pock on the land, something contrived, 
another cage of the "land crawlers". The fear of these simple creatures was 
palpable for their little hearts would always beat furiously when they came 
near these sentinels of evil. It was as if a giant hand was reaching out to grab 
them in midflight and pull them towards the earth, towards this cage; a 
prison they'd never escape. 


So these carefree travelers floating on the winds of freedom always moved 
clear of the protruding tumors that grew and metastasized across a tortured 
surface - a mangled distortion of reality and clarity. Once clear they 
continued to navigate the open expanses of sky and horizon. 


Down below in the new prison of heart, soul, and mind constructed to 
muzzle brilliant minds - the voices of the 'belly crawlers’ could be heard 
more clearly. 


"You've all been selected based upon your high score on the NAT and your 
unusually high rating on the CorpGov Psychological Passivity test. Your 
time here will benefit the Motherland, increase the mountains of wealth 
flowing to our elite masters, and keep at bay any terrorist influences that are 
seeking to destroy this great nation. You should all feel a sense of honor at 
being selected for this glorious undertaking!" 


The corporate elite invited to attend this event welcoming this infusion of 
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ripe readied minds, plowed, and tilled of any weeds of dissention and self- 
inspired creativity just rubbed their blue veined hands together with 
satisfaction. Here, right before their eyes were the latest arrivals of new 
stock, new minds that'd add to their limitless resources of highly skilled 
slave labor. 


It was evident to these lords that these centers of higher indoctrination, 
dogma, and business/government sterility would not have been possible if it 
weren't for the hard work of an army of lobbyists and bought out 
government puppets who'd successfully subverted all the nation-states of 
this world - their kingdom. 


All these kings and queens of the global business gulag were flush with 
anticipation at the quantity of riches they'd pillage from their contrived and 
corrupted economic system, when this, their latest batch of labor slaves 
entered an already overflowing supply of highly skilled and highly educated 
workers upon graduation. 


Sitting on the viewing stand these lords of this new medieval kingdom 
stretching across the planet smiled at each other with crooked upturned lips. 
For they had achieved the impossible - they'd subverted reality, converted 
the conscious into droids, sterilized natural passions, built endless ruts of 
conformity, and were now adding to their limitless supply of slave labor 
stock. These fresh additions to their stock would yield an unimaginable 
mountain of loot, a pile of riches already burdening the stuffed vaults of 
their big banks. 
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The Magnificent Human Bone Grinder 


The rattle coming from the bones in the back of the truck was disconcerting. 
There were too many, and they were piled higher than the standard three 
quarters full designated in the "Transport Document." They were stacked so 
high that every crater in the road hit by the thread bare tires meant fibulas, 
shinbones, and even cracked craniums went careening onto the surface. 
Granted, it was a job in a land where shackled employment was rare and 
death commonplace. 


"Give me a land of freedom without chains to keep me in the yard of the 
powerful." This had been the cry of an earlier generation who'd 
halfheartedly endorsed change but refused to revolutionize or raze the 
institutions mired in corruption and gerrymandered political machinations. 


Back then there was a government - actually, never really, just a shadow 
dictatorship driven by dysfunctional corporate megalomaniacs. These soon 
to be feudalistic lords circled the wagons and left all of us outside their 
walled palaces, to die a slow withering death, all in the name of feeding their 
insatiable desires. 


Marches, speeches, promises from politicians with over stretched lobbyist 
feeding tubes, a myriad of compromises, and of course the simpletons 
whose comprehension of complex issues was limited to how much beer and 
chips remained in the cupboard & fridge - all this gush of discontent was 
easily washed away or crushed underfoot by the descendants of our 
business/government ultra-capitalist lords. 


"Damn-it Frank, slow this wreck down or we'll lose all the bones on the 
road!" He was always racing to get these deliveries to the grinding mill so 
he could thrust his gnarled bony hand out for his extra LSB. Hell my 
stomach would also growl more fiercely (than usual) in anticipation of this 
extra morsel, but loosing most of our load on this 'moon' path wasn't worth 
the time saved if we were docked - then we'd only get half a dingy white 
brick. 
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But it did make your mouth water; this mix of finely ground bone powder 
with just a little drop of sweet corn syrup. Just watching these squares shoot 
out the other end of these huge conveyor belts was enough to make your lips 
pucker. The sign at the end of each belt proudly proclaimed "Labor Slave 
Brisket 1A - Food for The Eons." 


It was kind of odd that the labor slaves in the CorpGov gulags died at the 
same rate that they must have been consuming their fellow workers who'd 
fallen with bones protruding, sores festering, and blue tongues wagging 
sometimes no more than a week before. But oh well, this was "just the way 
things were - no changing them" as Jerry the emaciated bone receiver at the 
mill was always quick to point out. 


How could you complain; at least for Frank and I resting comfortably on our 
spring sprung white foam erupting truck seat life was a grand piano with an 
extra "Labor Slave Brisket" allotted for our efforts and plenty of Sterno for 
cheap highs. What else could a working stiff want in a world where streams 
coursed with toxic waste, temperatures regularly shot to 130 degrees 
Fahrenheit, and the only colorful grandeur was visible from afar in the 
castles of "The Rulers?" 


Frank was a numb stump away, where I was just a dreamy intellectual who'd 
managed to stay alive, if you called this living; this mangled, rotten, puss 
filled ruin we'd allowed ourselves to be dumped into headfirst. 


Screeching bellows howls, and gleeful belching sounds of a now mostly 
devoured generation still made its eerie shimmering presence felt at 
nightfall. Sleep hardly ever came when you had a prune sized stomach 
aching for something approximating food - not this white cannibalistic 
wastage that erupted 24-hours a day from a greed festering world. 


Yes, mine was the Who-yaw generation; we were the ultimate spectators in 
a spectator society scrupulously adhering to the irrelevant sensationalism 
pandered by a corporate media machine. It had been an organism populated 
by media parrots spewing out mind melding mush that kept all of us sleepy 
minded sheep grazing happily. 


"By the way, what did our lords eat?" 
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Just up ahead was the nexus of human wastage - the supreme bone-grinding 
factory rising what must have been four stories high and covering many 
square miles. It never ceased to amaze me, this technological marvel where 
all roads led; to this black hole sucking from all directions resting on a land 
left uninhabitable - utterly desolate. 


We were a dying race. Our food being chucked out the end of this massive 


hunk of metal affixed to a barren world - a world greased to benefit our evil 
masters. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - I 


The perfect turbulence gently rocking the country had been building in 
intensity. Isolation had become the dominant feeling felt by the majority of 
citizens. Their overwhelming usefulness had deteriorated into a hindrance 
for a business-dominated society that demanded all things on the cheap 
including these working citizens. No one felt secure in this tarnished world 
muddling along in a cesspool of corruption. 


Lackey federal government servants tethered to multinational business 
interests stopped addressing the needs of the insignificant individuals living 
in hamlets, towns, cities, and states. Their only concern rested with 
extracting more from those same individuals who had less to give. The 
powerful had built a religion founded by brilliant business minds lying 
fallow with a crown of lunacy. 


Why address the needs of those with no direct power? Why address the 
wants of those isolated in this land of unfulfilled promises? All that mattered 
was supplying a vast army of cogs beaten and downtrodden enough to 
acquiesce to the every demand of their Masters of the Universe. It was a 
new world with a new world order not to be confused with the old world 
grounded in ethics and humanity. 


For the most part humankind had been 'deep-sixed' never to be reincarnated 
during the reign of the all-powerful business. If ordained by the religious 
zealots of business as good it was good but heaven forbid if these same all 
knowing all seeing priests yelled from their pulpits that something was bad 
no questions dared be asked. 


Frugality was good but extravagance on the part of average citizens was 
bad. Influence pounding its fist on hardwood tables demanding perks, 
kickbacks, and laws to protect those in the well-healed club of the few was 
good but sign waving angry citizens demanding justice was bad. Groups 
organized for the express purpose of countering the power of other non- 
business sanctioned groups was good but never believe for a minute that 
other equally constituted groups with agendas that countered the interests of 
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the business society were good - they were positively bad. 


Bright teethed toothpaste addicted politicians blessed the common man in 
speeches so numerous the mind would go numb. But that was only the 
scarce thinking minds not the hordes of wonderfully obedient servile serfs 
with blank stares that accepted their place in a dying economy. They would 
always rise cheering gleefully while vigorously beating their chests with 
pride. They were the majority, sitting in a stupor. Isolated from the 
democratic process they let shrivel. Meanwhile, workers would just 
acquiesce to the overarching demands of the powerful rather than fight to 
take their government back from these business elites. 


Accepting this, accepting that, bending over for a shiny black boot kicked in 
the rump; this was their dog like sniveling response to the heap of 
indignities shoveled like manure onto a freshly plowed field. 


Copious quantities of propaganda were no longer required to placate those 
in the public who asked too many questions or looked too closely at the 
facts. Gleefully accepting without question all that was ordained right the 
citizenry had morphed into furry little animals ready to please their masters. 


On this beautiful day declared early enough for all to enjoy its dark cloudy 
sky Jim Hauser stepped from his cinder block apartment with a broad smile. 
This wasn't just any smile worn for the pleasure of others but a passionate 
smile of a believer. Wearing his best corporate uniform Jim was excited that 
his eighteen-hour day would soon begin. 


Concern furrowed his usually smooth brow when he happened to glance 
down at his uniform; the one he'd been forced to purchase for a full months 
wages from the company store. It just hadn't held up very well for patches 
covered the pants and shirt making it look like some clown's costume. The 
uniforms were supposed to last six months but after just two months they 
usually required repair in the form of carefully placed stitches and patches. 
This was to be expected since they were made of the poorest cotton sewn 
together by the lowest worker serfs using rusty machines located on some 
remote island or the expansive super gulag called China. 


Never mind. This was to be a day to rival all except probably tomorrow. 
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Immediately recognizing his failure to adhere to the 'team' mandated plan of 
‘happiness’; Jim vanquished his concern in "the blessed illogic of the 
moment". He knew he didn't have the right to question the impeccable ‘logic’ 
of "The Rulers". His place was carved in the tombstone of drudgery. He'd 
work until he was no longer deemed useful to his employer. 


de A 2 


After the fall of the United States of America all the bickering politicians 
aligned themselves with their respective lobbyist blocks to form three 
business regimes. The three business regimes were police states operating 
on an American continent suffering under extreme poverty. 


Jim's gulag was the largest of the three in terms of population. Located from 
the old state of Maine all the way down to what was Florida with a western 
border reaching to the Mississippi River the Eastern United States was an 
efficient slave camp. It had no rival in the cruelty it exacted both subtly and 
blatantly. The other two permanent pain-producing centers of business 
government were aptly called the Central Business States and the Western 
Business States. None of these geographical national entities registered 
mentally with Jim for he was the product of expertly dispensed propaganda 
spooned out ever so carefully to all working serfs over their useful lives. 


Jim still recalled the gooey complacent comfort he felt as a small boy. 
Reaching his sixth birthday he'd been transferred from his parent's overly 
protective embrace into the coarse bloated hands of the state. It was a 
wondrous time of enlightenment; a time when he dispensed with his 
individual self in favor of the logically correct team self. He learned that 
team oriented tasks in a factory run by the International Clothing Company 
were far more fulfilling than the useless unproductive play he'd engaged in 
prior to his "Freedom Service". To this day he found it hard to believe he 
could ever have found "Lost Time" spent outside task-oriented work the 
least rewarding. 


"Lost Time" was just that, time lost to unproductive bodily necessities like 
defecating, eating, or reproduction. The corporation, the many manipulative 
arms of the corporate dominated world regarded all biological necessities as 
a hindrance to meeting "The Schedule”. 
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Minds of the most Immaculate Conception had been so blackened with 
corruption and ego centric mores that they truly believed that only time 
spent producing things for the few who could afford them was time well 
spent. No other time mattered. Crawling out of bed after an allotted five 
hours of sleep constituted the most appalling waste of time to those who's 
wallets must always be kept bulging. Was it therefore any wonder that "The 
Rulers" had been investing amazing sums of precious profit in laboratories 
working on a ‘cure’ for these time sucking plagues. But to date no 
breakthroughs had been found that would allow the companies to extract 
from their working serfs what was euphemistically termed "Total Productive 
Bliss". 


So on this picture perfect day of dark clouds, rain, and gale force winds Jim 
made his way to the corner of his street. He never noticed the crumbling 
sidewalk his feet carefully navigated, the hole covered street that seldom had 
cars, or the dirty bombed out buildings never repaired even though "The 
Turf Wars" had ended twenty years ago. His gaze did regularly drift towards 
the banners depicting the magnificent achievements of the Eastern United 
States. 


These were the products of marketing firms staffed with legions of truth 
benders who supplied propaganda to all the business states of the world. 
Always very entertaining, reflecting the latest beliefs christened by the state, 
and the out in out lies of the day, they represented a respite from the drab all 
absorbing monotony. Smiling labor drones dressed in crisp sparkling clean 
corporate uniforms covering broad shouldered overly large men and buxom 
spectacularly alluring women were depicted working duteously in offices or 
factories. Graphic artists painted magnificent cities with spires reaching 
towards the clouds for backgrounds with various themes used to convey the 
"Words of Wisdom" from "The Rulers". There was the ever popular "Life 
without Work is Like Sex without Orgasm" and the deadly serious, 
"Teamwork Crushes Individualism" and "Work harder for the Betterment of 
Your Business". 


Beside these worker related banners hiding the dirt, grime, broken windows, 
and cracked masonry were the fabricated statistics from the "Statistics 
Division". Statistics abounded; found on little pieces of paper, pasted to the 
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inside of apartment windows, on refrigerators, and on billboards. The most 
eminent experts in business science ordained personally by "The Rulers" 
scientifically concocted all statistics. Productivity was always increasing, the 
standard of living was always improving, and wages were always increasing 
even though they'd actually been decreasing due to the glut of readily 
available workers sucked into the dominant global businesses. Only the very 
old remembered being paid wages above the subsistence level but they lived 
in the country in camps away from the general population. It was just safer 
to keep them cloistered from the unpolluted minds of the useful young 
workers. 


At the corner Jim waited with hundreds of other uniforms all plastered with 
their corporate masters logo on their right breast. The rain poured, lightning 
lit up the surrounding unlit block exposing a bleak depressing landscape of 
decay. Jim and his fellow worker drones on the other hand saw what their 
business master's government demanded they see - a pleasant prosperous 
community bathed in free-market happiness. They might be wet to the bone 
without umbrellas or a raincoat but their bliss rested in their self-assured 
group attitude that their lives were eminently better than they'd ever been. 
Feeling secure under this government attuned to the needs of global business 
they were at least guaranteed a job that would pay for food, clothing, and a 
leaky roof. 


Details rarely entered these vacuum packed minds. Was the food adequate, 
the clothing appealing or free from holes, and why must they spend their 
entire life paying rent or a mortgage on a dwelling a dog would be afraid to 
call home. It was just easier to gravitate to the center of least resistance and 
move through life like a puppet unaware, unconcerned, and oblivious to its 
environment. 


Pulling slowly up to the curb, chugging and expelling noxious black gas 
clouds into the air, the rusty government bus rolled its bald tires to a stop. 
Creaking at first then screeching the wobbly door opened. 


Jim fought for a place in line busting the face of the man in front of him 
with a right hook to the jaw. His corporate team at least on this his block 
consisted of five other burley brutes that luckily for Jim always insured 
they'd get on the bus. The stakes were high for if a worker serf was late they 


135 


were docked a day's pay. So fights were a common occurrence at "Worker 
Transport Stops" throughout the police state. It was just another form of 
encouraged competition in a world that had allowed humanity to devolve to 
its most brutal form. 


With their place at the front of the line ensured Jim and his corporate team 
got onto the bus stepping on only those jagged rusty steps that could still 
support the weight of their bodies. There was no room for error in this mean 
existence. Not watching your step, what you say, how you addressed your 
superior’s or your demeanor could cost you dearly. You could lose your leg 
in the razor sharp hole in the floor of the steps on a bus or even your life 
from the change of your status from being "Useful" to "Un-useful" by an 
employer acting upon a whim. 


If wanted to survive in this cruel amoral society you quickly made the 
necessary attitudinal adjustment. Killing the social nature in people at an 
early age became the primary objective of the police state. Communication 
between working serfs needed to be curtailed, or eliminated outright. The 
state believed it had the expertise to excise from working serfs the human 
need to associate with other people. This conversion from human being into 
emotionless robot occurred throughout childhood. By the time laborers 
reached adulthood they'd been turned into nothing more than windup toys to 
be played with carelessly by their business lords. 


To further guarantee that association between laborers was limited to only 
task essential communication the state fostered an environment of suspicion 
and fear. The state's most effective tool in perpetuating this inhuman 
environment devoid of human contact was the "Report Corporate Enemies 
Incentive Program" enacted at the request of their business masters. Since its 
enactment hundreds of thousands of working serfs had been sent to prison 
where they worked unprotected in chemical factories and uranium mines. 
The only assurance of release they could count on was they'd be dead within 
fewer than five years. To confide in a 'friend' was therefore tantamount to 
placing a noose around your neck and jumping off a tall stool. Any working 
serf seeking to curry favor with the omnipotent managers of the business 
could use the slightest remark against you. Your word would be feather light 
compared to the word of a favored labor lackey or disgruntled supervisor. 
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Jim learned early on the cost of speaking to those he met at work or in his 
neighborhood. Having just graduated from "Indoctrination High" he was 
primed and ready to "work his ass off" but losing himself in "Loose 
Unproductive Talk" on graduation night nearly cost him his life. Mentioning 
in passing to another young man in the crowd after having four beers 
complements of the local business block that he'd rather work for "Tiger 
Enterprises" instead of "Revolver Multinational" was a mistake he'd never 
forget. The next morning the police kicked in the door to the hostel he was 
staying at and dragged him face first across the hot crumbled pavement to a 
waiting police van. 


After being roused from his unconscious stupor by a pale of cold water 
thrown on his head he felt the blow from a well-placed fist to his nose 
hearing it break. Two wobbly-bellied enforcers of the state began wailing 
into his strapped down body. 


"Why did you say that you'd rather work for Tiger Enterprises instead of 
Revolver Multinational?" shouted the more frightening of the two goons. 


Jim remembered vividly that his "I don't know" response was clearly not 
what these mindless morons of correct state society wanted to hear. For this 
response he received three broken ribs and a fractured tibia. 


After lying spread out on the wet concrete floor barely breathing for what 
seemed like days an emaciated skeleton of a guard brought him a change of 
clothes and some greasy slop in a metal plate with a spoon fixed firmly in 
the gruel. He was then instructed to change into these clothes and eat this 
gooey mess of a meal. After forcing the disgusting fat mixture down, he 
placed the black suit on and snapped the cheap tie in place. 


Jim was then taken before a magistrate who informed him that he was being 
charged with "Maligning the Reputation of a Corporate Entity". His 
torturers had suggested pleading guilty, so he pleads guilty. He received a 
suspended sentence from the magistrate. But he also heard a blistering 
warning. The judge stated that since he'd just graduated from "Indoctrination 
High" his youthful lack of working experience could probably account for 
his indiscretion but no leniency would be given for another offense - only 
steely bars and a quick painful death in a prison camp would be the result of 
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another outburst. 


There just wasn't any reason to look back into a past that was already 
characterized as being perfect by the great horde of locust who called 
themselves managers, supervisors, and owners of the businesses and its 
government. Realizing the futility of reflection, the utter waste of time 
involved in engaging in unproductive thought Jim quickly broke off from 
this path down the painful past. It was hard to understand why he always felt 
uneasy when he slipped back into his prior experiences. But it was painful, it 
wasn't pleasant, it wasn't peaceful, it wasn't blissful, it was awful. Was he 
sliding away from the happiness that had saving cushioned him over all 
these years. Years filled with pleasure - no not pleasure, pain, and more 
pain. These clear unchallenged thoughts burst forth, but they would blow 
away like dust particles carried by the wind. In this society obedience at all 
levels was maintained without the least concern for the wellbeing of 
citizens; they must work, and they must obey; there were no exceptions. 


Sitting on the hard pinewood splinter covered bench heading for another 
workday at the "Software Factory" Jim just looked out the soot covered 
window as the bus found every hole in the road. Bouncing up and down in 
his seat was part of his daily commute to the "Intellectual Enclosure" on the 
outskirts of the city. 


Passing the ruins of "The Suburbs"; row upon row of wild grass, vine 
covered, brown boarded, broken sidewalk, weed penetrating, tree branch 
crushed homes Jim drifted off imagining what it must have been like to live 
in such spacious mansions. This was always a high point of the trip for Jim 
continually marveled at the size of these beat up shells. How could anyone 
have ever afforded such space? With all of his wages going to food, the rent 
on his apartment, and a meager supply of clothing consisting of a uniform 
and a set of pajamas Jim struggled to comprehend such luxury. Even with 
two to three families living in these expansive palaces per the state placards 
railing against the waste of the early years - they were still grand in scale. In 
comparison his vermin infested apartment with its single room, old wood 
burning stove in what was called a kitchen, a bathroom with a sink & toilet, 
and a floor shared with five other working serfs all fighting for a place to 
drop their sleeping bags at night was obviously a hovel. But he immediately 
realized that he should be thankful for his shared place in an apartment 
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where he could at least rest his head upon a soiled pillow. Without question 
this small blessing of comfort cost his corporate masters dearly in higher 
wages paid to Jim than his counterparts in places like India or Mongolia. 


Every turn in Jim's life had been a competitive life or death struggle 
consistent with the "Holy Virtues of Competition" espoused in the corporate 
approved "Gospel of the Global Economy". No allowance was ever made 
for luxuries except for those who were christened high priests of the 
business or state entities. These special holders of "The Truth" were said to 
live lives of opulence second only to "The Rulers". 


"The Rulers" were above every living-breathing organism, all existing for 
their exclusive use and pleasure. Questioning any edict handed down from 
"The Rulers" meant certain slow death. Questioning any rule, procedure, or 
‘suggestion’ coming from any management representative of business was 
always dealt with by terminating the disrespectful, team adverse working 
serf. Once fired the working serf would be classified as "un-useful" and 
would never find a replacement corporate master - the labor slave would 
starve to death on the street. Being omnipotent without any reasonable 
barrier to the exercise of their power a business or state representative above 
the level of a mere working serf was therefore pampered and showered with 
praise. 


All these elites were extremely dangerous. No individual's remained only 
mindless worker drones rolled up in corporate enforced teams. The system 
of unlimited evil rolled on without any interference from below. It ground 
forward (or backward depending upon your perspective) towards the 
objective of sucking resources and income up high in an attempt to fulfill 
the unquenchable greed of the political and business elite. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - IT 


"Sam, throw me the ball," Jim yelled reaching his hands high into the air. 
Samantha hurled the ball skyward. It flew effortlessly gliding on the early 
afternoon breeze coming out of the west making its way over the top of the 
flag pole into Jim's waiting hands. 


It was a beautiful day on the high plains with white puffs dotting an 
otherwise boundless cobalt blue sky. The land had this peaceful, assured 
quality that allowed those who lived here to expect certain continuity in their 
everyday lives. Very little erupted outside the known; most days just had a 
rhythm that rode along without complaint. 


Samantha and Jim Hauser along with their parents Mary and Martin had 
resided in the sturdy farm home on Rustin Ave outside of Oxford, Kansas 
since May 1999. After being stuffed into a four-story apartment building in 
Wichita for ten excruciating years Mary and Martin had finally saved up 
enough to purchase this hundred and three year old home. 


Even though the Hauser's were fond of calling their house a farm home 
those who'd slept under its roof hadn't been farmers for some fifty-five odd 
years. The land being sold off, all except four acres that the house was 
planted on now belonged to a large agribusiness that owned most of the 
farmland in the area. For contrary to all rustic accounts, farming had always 
been a business not some pleasure filled excursion into the rugged past. The 
only difference between now and then was that now it was a soulless, 
passionless machine driven money making concern controlled mostly by 
New York investors. 


But none of the agribusiness machinations concerned the Hauser's whose 
only link to this powerfully connected big business block was the federal 
taxes they paid every year to support this and other needy business interests. 
The Hauser's were far removed from those who owned the government for 
they were sheltered in their seemingly secure jobs at a Rubber Maiden 
factory south of Wilton. 
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Martin had worked at the Rubber Maiden factory since leaving high school. 
Not much interested in pursuing additional education merely to plaster a 
piece of paper on some office wall Martin opted to work hard with strong 
hands and arms. He'd always been a firm believer in the system; that is the 
established order. Never questioning why certain levers were pulled but 
others froze in place. Martin just accepted every indignity, inequity, and raw 
deal thrown down from above with stoic resignation. 


When raises were lowered this past year from a fairly consistent three 
percent to a paltry one percent he just went to the bar down the street for a 
drink. Coming home after downing more than a single beer he slipped 
quietly into bed. That night he held Mary tightly as they both spent a 
sleepless night contemplating how they'd come up with a three hundred 
dollar increase in health insurance. 


The tough part of all this was that the one percent pay raise really translated 
into an effective pay cut for Martin of about two hundred and fifty dollars; 
the increase in health insurance premiums ate away the raise and much, 
much more. 


They'd already been living on a razors edge even before these one percent 
raises had been chiseled in stone but this coupled with double-digit health 
insurance premiums meant they'd have to make drastic cuts in their family 
budget. But what could possibly be cut when the income received from 
you're hard work just kept declining while you're expenses continued their 
relentless climb into the outer limits of unreasonableness. The Hauser's 
wondered how long they could continue along this path of falling real wages 
before they be forced into personal bankruptcy. 


Always, paying their bills on time, following the 'rules' required of folks at 
the low end of the power spectrum they found it hard to believe that their 
slide towards financial destitution was an anomaly. What had precipitated 
this crazy screwed up situation that they found themselves sloshing through? 


Far removed from the plains of Kansas in an opulent tower in New York 
City their employer's executives had been scouring the financials for 
potential cost cuts that always seemed to soak income from those least able 
to withstand the financial assault. These princely paid servants of yet higher 
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positioned business elites were getting pressure from shareholders who were 
demanding a steep accent in the company's share price. Although this was 
an unreasonable demand especially on a year in year out basis these lords of 
the business round table were compelled to tap any potential income stream 
(cutting wages even though a business expense were viewed by workers as 
income) and reroute it into the hands of shareholders some of them clearly 
not in desperate need of additional income. 


Besides the shareholders, there were these corporate executives: a struggling 
group of fast-talking leaches who also required adequate pampering. They're 
pacifiers took the form of multi-million dollar increases in_ total 
compensation. While Mary and Martin struggled to pay the bills on one 
percent pay raises that when increased health care costs were factored in 
forced them to take a pay cut the executives sucked from Rubber Maiden 
revenue compensation increases totaling no less than three hundred to five 
hundred times what laborers like Mary and Martin made each year. 


The economic system, society that it rested upon, and government that 
fostered this idiotic unsustainable lopsided adventure into global stagnation; 
all had become vested in a multitude of obscene ways in perpetuating this 
illusion of continuity. At some point something would have to give way but 
there wasn't a soul alive that wanted to face the fact that the entire ultra- 
capitalist economic system was untenable. 


It was untenable because it was unstable. Stable systems required balance 
between their sub-components - homeostasis. In the case of the ultra- 
capitalist economic system all the power rested in the bloated hands of a 
single sub-component, or if you prefer a single group, the business elite. 
Laborers who were the other essential sub-component in this system-of- 
systems had no power, at least in countries like the United States where 
labor unions had become virtually non-existent. This meant that businesses 
had a free reign in distorting the ultra-capitalist economic system to their 
absolute advantage. This distortion of the economic system came with a 
price in the form of destabilization, destabilization that would eventually 
push the entire society into an even more untenable position - 
totalitarianism. 


So with these and other powerful vested interests on the business side of the 
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equation vying for ever more from a withering prune was it any wonder that 
Martin and Mary's problems were never acknowledged or for that matter 
even considered. They were just two among the many powerless workers 
least able to voice an objection in a country no longer equipped to address 
their needs. Their meager income would continue to be drained to feed any 
shortfalls in a system that was ultimately doomed to failure. Those who 
controlled the levers of business and government would do whatever it took 
to maintain their constant stream of income regardless of the consequences 
to country or citizens. Not wanting to confront their crumbling reality for 
what it was Mary and Martin moved further into poverty. 


Mary like Martin having been brought up in a nurturing home where the 
virtues of hard work and stoic acceptance had been preached felt that lower 
wages must be taken with a resigned stiff upper lip; their lot was not to 
question, just be thankful. They both were just incapable of comprehending 
the injustice of having those who made the most take the most from those 
who made the least. They were the fodder for a society that would 
eventually take everything in order to feed the insatiable greed of those who 
moved the levers only when it benefited them. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - ITI 


On the whole, most countries during this period of ultra-capitalist paganism 
represented not the citizens but an infinitesimal smattering of manipulators 
bent upon leaching from the world populous every drop of power, pleasure, 
and income. Suffice to say, the entire planet was shrouded within a cloak of 
darkness that hid the true condition of the vast majority of people. It was a 
darkness that was effusive, seeping into every crevice of human relations 
tingeing all with an amorality that was the unwavering foundation of this 
Darwinian contrivance called globalization that was controlled by a few 
lords of commerce. Governments of all types were eventually co-opted into 
what became a network of corruption, distortion, contrivance, and massaged 
manipulation whose primary objective was to further the interests of the 
highly connected club of political & business elites. 


Legions of well-paid propaganda disseminators or "media parrots" were fed 
carefully stilted ‘information’ used to build up a wall of illusion that 
reinforced the power of omnipotent lords of privilege. These agents of 
distortion immediately vaporized any ‘bright spots' of reality that broke 
through the wall. If by chance some spec of the real world penetrated this 
constantly patrolled illusory boundary, it would be attacked by the 
‘antibodies' of twisted logic until it was subsumed into the demonic 
organism. Undistorted ground truth facts were therefore very precious 
rarities in such a highly controlled world of happy delusion. 


When the lives of the general population continued to deteriorate in this 
cage of dishonesty, the frequency of disinformation increased to the point of 
complete saturation. No thought or action based entirely on realistic 
conditions was allowed unfettered access to the hearts and minds of the 
corralled global citizenry. 


Being carefully tamed docile sheep indifferent to every injustice committed 
against them; the people never rose above the level of supplicants because 
they were always lured to latch a hold of false hopes. Maybe, just maybe 
this year will be better than the last even though evidence to the contrary 
suggested that each year was infinity worse than the preceding one. 
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Many lives were lost under the crushing wheel of labor servitude. Once the 
wages of the laborers could no longer be 'milked' to support the life styles of 
the "rich and famous" and their political servants, another means of 
extending the extortion of the public interest was sought. 


A powerful few used their levers of corruption to provide the endless stream 
of income they needed to feed their greed addiction. If the economic system 
that they contrived could not continue to deliver the most income from the 
least paid they were determined to explore other forms of more direct 
pilferage of their worldly kingdom. 


The powerful found to their dismay that their political & media puppets 
were having an increasingly difficult time passing boldfaced lies off for 
truth. So these intellectually insignificant leaders of humanity decided to by- 
pass their standard rouse generation outlets in favor of direct holdup of the 
governments that they owned for the cash they needed to support their 
addition. 


Why even attempt to delude the masses into believing it was in their best 
interest to suffocate under this tyranny of labor slavery? The powerful 
resolved to just start taking without even providing a rudimentary 
explanation. Their reasoning was simple, if the general public had allowed 
them to virtually eliminate their freedom, work them harder for less, and 
take away their representative governments they were reasonably certain 
that they could heap any injustice upon such a 'spineless' disorganized 
rabble. So the decision was made at the highest levels of the ultra-capitalist 
machine to raid the Treasury's of every nation-state that was linked into their 
web of corrupt income mining. 


Mining is the most apt description of what the business & political elites 
were engaged in for it involved colluding into well-formed groups across the 
entire spectrum of global society for the express purpose of extracting the 
most wealth within the shortest period of time. Tomorrow never figured in 
their calculus of the "here and now" for their decadent lives revolved around 
satisfying every pleasure imaginable with the least amount of effort. 


No matter that millions of honest hard working citizens around the world 
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toiled under conditions that provided them with no voice to improve their 
lives. For the club of privilege viewed these people as inferiors. They 
reasoned; they were unwilling to lower themselves to the level of the beast 
so they must be lacking the intellectual prowess required to succeed in their 
system of unlimited greed and corruption. This fact, the exclusive club 
members reasoned, gave them the right to enslave their fellow human beings 
under corporate directed governments. 


History is replete with examples of intolerance, injustice, and downright 
genocide being committed by groups of individuals aligned to a philosophy 
of superiority. The inferiors would always begin to "feel the boot of their 
masters" pushing them lower - such is the necessity of maintaining a 
position of power at any cost at least in the eyes of those who maintain 
power under a false pretense. 


The inferiors were open game for those superior few who'd climbed up the 
slimy back of the devil for a ride upon his shoulders. An anything goes 
attitude pervaded their ranks from the least capable newly minted manager 
(dreaming of the day he'd be given the opportunity to scale that same slimy 
path) all the way to the well-heeled tyrannical elite already well versed in 
debauchery. 


Most inferior in the eyes of the elite were the workers; unquestioning drones 
that would get up every day unwind a portion of their lives for wages (and 
benefits) that were dropping faster than a meteor. They were the slaves that 
were relegated to the dungeon of society to be left in utter isolation by their 
inability to organize themselves into powerful groups of their own. In some 
countries under the claw of demonic ultra-capitalism laborers weren't even 
afforded the right to form unions. 


But unions over the last few years of illusory democracy were easily 
incorporated into the plutocratic societal superstructure of ultra-capitalism. 
They no longer represented the interests of their members but their own well 
paid corrupted interests - for they had also given in to the lure of the free 
ride on the devils back. Most of their leaders would regularly placate 
workers (on behalf of business or government) to wait for better wages, 
conditions, and more effective representation. The wait stretched into 
decades of promises that were never fulfilled. 
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A great depression came like a plague. The illusory economic framework 
collapsed under the stress of dried up revenue streams. Workers and average 
citizens the hosts of a parasitic global economic society were about to expire 
from extreme income deprivation. There just wasn't any more income left 
for the juicy lipped elites to suck. Their governments had already raised 
taxes beyond a level that could be reasonably supported by their citizens in 
order to allow the business masters to continue to perpetuate the illusion of a 
functioning economy just a bit longer. The businesses had already cut 
expenses to the bone laying off millions of workers, further reducing already 
paltry wages, and slashing benefits to zero. 


Whole neighborhoods reverted back to their true owners, the banks. 
Mortgages, credit card debt, second mortgages, and a myriad of other 
accounts owed to these 'company stores' of the ultra-capitalist society could 
no longer be paid by the income starved citizenry. 


The government borrowed heavily by floating Treasury bills that communist 
China bought with ever-greater rapidity. This infusion of money from the 
coffers of this totalitarian state shored up the U.S. Treasury to the point that 
they could start supporting the true masters of the government - the business 
elite. Financial institutions were the first businesses to receive more than 
two trillion dollars in aid from the federal government. Never mind that 
average citizens were losing their homes to foreclosure at record rates and 
their jobs; the government concluded they were only obligated to support 
their master's businesses - most were frightened that if they didn't they might 
lose all the cash that flowed into their hands from lobbyist middlemen. 
These lobbyist bound legislators felt that it was far too important to 
reinforce their lucrative relationships with the privileged elite than assist the 
citizenry of the country. 


Propaganda ‘fountains’ gushed with reports that the citizens of the once 
economically powerful United States had spent themselves into a hole. The 
powerful elites had to shift blame for their addictive greed onto some other 
group - the obvious candidate was the defenseless lower and middle classes. 
It was this segment of the population that through their unquenchable desire 
to acquire more 'things' (so it was 'parroted' in the business controlled media 
outlets) brought the economy to its knees. 
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Only a few rays of clear realism penetrated this onslaught of lies perpetuated 
by those wishing to maintain power at all costs. Facts and figures reported 
by those not connected or influenced by the business elite clearly showed 
that the productivity gains of the American workforce for more than thirty 
years never translated into higher wages. In fact, the opposite resulted: real 
wages over this period of time declined. Feeding the income monster at the 
top of the pyramid became the responsibility of the laborers who sacrificed 
wage gains so that the business elite (CEO's, other executives, and wealthy 
shareholders) could continue to expand their income by 300 - 500% yearly. 


Struggling to maintain their standard of living, low to middle class citizen's 
languishing in an income no where's land accessed more money in the form 
of debt from the business elite company stores; the financial institutions. 
Easy credit in the form of credit cards, second mortgages, and other forms of 
credit were made available by banks more than happy to create a class of 
debtors that they could milk income in the form of exorbitant fees and 
interest. 


The political & business elite liked the leverage they now held over a good 
percentage of the populace. This majority class of debtors was now more 
easily manipulated and controlled since they now were tightly leashed to 
maintain their accounts with these banks and it didn't help that laws were 
enacted by the federal government that made it prohibitively expensive 
(legal fees) to declare personal bankruptcy. 


Further dissuading those from releasing their shackles to these modern day 
company stores was the stigma attached to declaring personal bankruptcy. 


But by far the best form of intimidation used to keep this indentured class of 
laborers compliant to the wishes of the dominant business class was to 
refuse to offer employment to anyone who had filed for bankruptcy. Even 
though record numbers of previously hard working citizens were falling into 
destitution through no fault of their own from escalating layoffs and wage 
income that never increased; their business masters remained firm - those 
who didn't continue to pay tithes to the castle would be thrown over the 
castle wall into the crocodile infested mote. Cries of "Send that family into 
homelessness - seal that foreclosed home so the bank can reclaim it without 
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trouble" could be heard coming from judges that upheld the business 
influenced legal code. 


With this mindset of privilege set in a concrete of social mores, beliefs, and 
ideals that continued to perpetuate a dysfunctional ultra-capitalist economy 
no dramatic change to a more equitable, reasonable, sustainable economic 
system founded upon a decent society ever materialized. The die was set; 
there was no turning back to a more companionate society (obviously no 
utopia) that had existed for a blink of an eye in the 1950's and 1960's. 
Totalitarianism was just around the corner; the screws had been turned down 
upon a compliant, agreeable, deceived population of sheep that readily 
accepted their place in this new caste based culture. 


State and local governments ceased to exist. They'd lost ninety percent of 
their revenue from property, income, and sales taxes that now 'dripped' in 
from the dried up income reservoir. Even essential services like fire, police, 
schools, and the minuscule number of public supported medical services 
were cut with a sharp budget axe. 


The end game had arrived with a fiery hot flame that would vaporize 
everything in its path. 


The Complacent Acceptors - IV 


Two years had passed since the advent of the second Great Depression. 
Millions of people were languishing around, moving from here to there in 
search of scraps of food, water, shelter, but most of all a job. Survival was 
the singular goal in a land that had segregated its citizen workers into a new 
voiceless peasantry. The eastern government that once controlled a great 
nation was laying prostate from decades of ultra-capitalist malfeasance, 
ignorance, arrogance, and decadent self-serving greed. 


Shells of empty buildings lined litter strewn dark streets in cities once 
vibrant with activity. It had all happened so fast, the slide into oblivion that 
vaporized millions of jobs leaving upwards of seventy percent of the 
disregarded majority unemployed. The government that perpetuated this 
disaster had abandoned the majority of its citizens in favor of sucking on the 
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tits of corrupt lobbyists. It had been a government of body-snatched 
representatives who'd become mesmerized with all the globalization dollars 
that were stuffed in their pockets. Not millions of dollars but billions were 
stolen from the paychecks of laborers or saved by shutting down businesses 
in favor of cheaper worker slaves forced to live in Stone Age conditions. 


What started as a shift of business activity from higher wage to lower wage 
countries culminated in the business elite forced slide of all wages for all 
workers regardless of where they resided. This meant the businesses who 
were working hand in hand with their bought out governments no longer had 
to setup shop in distant lands they could force their subsistence wage rates 
on local laborers. Irrespective of the position, the differential between higher 
skilled and lower skilled workers flattened under the crushing boot of 
business and political power. The race to the bottom was almost complete 
only a few more paces remained until every global citizen would be 
transformed into a labor slave just barely existing on the income ‘fumes' of 
an economy reaching ‘absolute zero’. 


Tyranny wasn't some easily identifiable condition - absolutely not - it slowly 
crawled up from the dirty grease of acceptance one indifferent person at a 
time until it covered all in its intolerable slippery laws. Such laws weren't 
geared towards the betterment of society but instead had some nefarious 
rational. They originated from minds contorted by pleasure-induced desires 
sustained by ever-larger quantities of money. One sniff from the plate of 
desire could move a mere mortal closer to the taste. After a few tastes 
fulfillment became an all-consuming passion. Any path towards gaining 
access to this pleasure was considered reasonable even if it meant throwing 
out an entire lifetime of morality. If power could burn a path to those 
desires, it was acquired. Maintaining power assured a constant stream of 
wealth that was used to perpetually satisfy this pleasure and any others that 
may arise from an increasingly decadent lifestyle. 


But this unlimited pleasure enjoyed by those who held a special pass to the 
kingdom of power had to be sustained on the ruins of a dysfunctional 
economic system that had ground down capital and workers to a nub. Very 
little remained to be hauled off by the elite to their 'castles' at least if they 
were to keep up the semblance of being reasonable employers who paid 
their employees for a day's work; even if only at subsistence wages. Those 
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in the dank halls of corrupt power understood what the final injustice would 
entail when the whispering lobbyists began explaining the next phase of 
their business masters plan. 


After another two years of decline the old nation begin to wipe the sleep 
from its eyes and took a startled look around probably for the first time. 
What its citizen's saw wasn't freedom, only freedom for some, the some who 
happened to have power; the some who happened to play by the decades old 
rules of anything goes unfettered ultra-capitalist income pillage. 


Those who'd aligned themselves with the interests of assisting in the income 
rape of a global community professed their allegiance to this new faith. A 
faith based upon tearing down one's brother or sister in order to squeeze an 
extra drop of income from their blood. In the eyes of the believers all actions 
were justified. 


Distorted media reports had always been employed to stop the spread of 
ideas, beliefs, or passions that were contrary to the ultra-capitalist faith. In 
large countries where communication between individuals was kept to a 
minimum it had always been difficult to build up a grass roots ground swell 
of discontent. Now with the extra effort expended by the keepers of the 
newly emerging totalitarian economic system it was becoming almost 
impossible. 


Prior to the economic collapse a few media outlets still remained true to the 
now dead belief that journalists should be unbiased in their reporting of the 
news, all the news, even news that reflected badly upon the central tenets of 
existing society. A curtain had fallen or more aptly an iron gate had 
descended. No real news emerged from behind the intellectual prison bars. 
These bars kept the truth, facts, and any theories that could potentially 
disrupt this carefully regulated society from circulating freely among the 
population. 


With an army of ‘experts’, media parrots, bought out politicians, and ultra- 
capitalist priests endlessly on the prowl to pounce upon any citizen voice of 
discontent it became an exercise in futility to express dissatisfaction. Why 
bother to attempt to rally you're fellow citizens when they were smothered 
in the sweet honey of the dream world concocted by the government 
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propaganda machine - gaining any traction in this sticky illusion was 
practically impossible. 


Ridicule was the favorite weapon wielded against those who dared to cross 
the boundary of safe thought outlined by the media parrots. A phalanx of 
experts from the elite intelligentsia would descend upon the malcontent from 
their heights armed with the latest approved distortions of reality. Speaking 
at prestigious events they'd divulge revelations, and theories based in the 
stagnant dung of prestige. The pontificating would take place over many 
days, weeks, or months until the rebel voice of discontent; reporter of reality 
or other conveyor of positive change was discredited. Intellectually sound, 
insightfully profound ideas never made it from the musty cellars of accepted 
thought - they were shoved under the boards until they suffocated. But this 
type of societal control can only be exercised for so long. After a while 
people begin to smell a skunk even though they may not see it crossing their 
path. 


Gradually, the quiet, shuffling, chain rattlers started searching for ways to 
break free from their labor bondage. In the open, in many different forums 
an individual here or there would speak out against the privilege extended 
the financially powerful. Unexpectedly, citizens across all walks of life 
started voicing their hostility towards a society that made it a virtue to leave 
your neighbor in destitution just so you could drive a Rolls Royce or fly to 
the Riviera in your private jet. 


Questions finally arose in the otherwise stale air of societal dogma that had 
lowered intellectual discourse to the level of mantra chanting. No longer 
were people content to accept the mere bones that were thrown their way but 
instead demanded more than a subservient position. They demanded 
unperturbed equality in an economic system that currently permitted 
absolute self-determination only for those with the money and power to 
exercise this segregated right. 


The people, the majority, were agitated; they were determined to take back 
their government - their lives, from those who desired a return to an era of 
medieval aristocracy. Gradually building from offhanded remarks made 
between workers, Internet remarks posted on many different forums, 
hardcopy written material distributed to those without the means or desire to 
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use the web - all was culminating towards an explosive eruption of rage. 


The government attempted to control, disrupt, and eventually stop the 
outflow of insightful written and verbal protest but the old laws 
guaranteeing a semblance of freedom of speech for all citizens made 
outright censuring impossible. So they resorted to a ‘backdoor’ tactic 
suggested by a group of business lawyers. They'd expand the boundaries of 
the defamation laws to include any criticizing of public persons, the 
government, and of course businesses. No longer would it be permissible to 
have an opinion that deviated from that held by a majority of businesses, 
government agencies, and those 'withering' members of the intelligentsia. 
All members of the 'community' of citizens would henceforth be required to 
tailor their spoken, written, and visual information to conform to the easily 
manipulated majority opinions continually pontificated by squawking media 
parrots. Those violating this ‘accepted norm' could be sued and if it was 
found that they'd crossed the many lines drawn up by the many bought out 
government entities they might even be incarcerated for up to twenty years. 


This crackdown on an overly vocal citizenry had the opposite effect than 
that intended by the government. Citizens not only continued to voice their 
discontent with the corrupt government acting solely in the interests of their 
business masters but they intensified their actions to the point that court 
dockets overflowed with thousands then millions of these "vocal 
malcontents". The well-constructed, finely manipulated society that the 
business elite constructed was on the verge of falling into anarchy. 


Sparks of savage protest began rocking the remaining peaceful membrane of 
acquiescence. These actions began to forcefully push back a government 
surrogate acting on behalf of the powerful. It was the same government that 
was intent upon stuffing the general citizenry in a ditch of unmitigated life 
sucking servitude. Hands shot up high with fists tight in a sign of defiance. 
Hundreds of thousands rioted, all their pent up frustration burst out in an 
uncontrolled rage. Entire cities were overrun with angry citizens demanding 
more than mere promises. They demanded labor rights, wages that covered 
more than the bare necessities, and a truly representative government free 
from lobbyist vermin. 


Common people who'd never voiced an opinion became the forerunners of a 
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citizen army that tore at the purse strings of the powerful. They're demands 
were more basic than their more organized unionized citizens - equity, 
equality, term limits for all elected representatives of the people, the 
outlawing of all forms of lobbying, and a real representative government 
answerable to the people not business organizations. 


Most citizens had stood by while their lives were torched by the 
government/business stranglehold that had forced their backs up against the 
wall. But this past of passivity was over because everyone realized that there 
would be no future for his or her children, no promising horizon of 
opportunity unless they took action now. These patriots of uncommon 
courage understood that even if they affect meaningful changes in a society 
cemented to the wishes of a few sociopaths it would be their children who'd 
reap the benefits. The short term future would either become bleaker under a 
repressive government that had thrown out the last spec of freedom or hard 
like a long day's work in a quarry. Either way there'd be no immediate relief 
if any from the clutches of poverty. 


Those who had wanted to have their children attend a university but were 
now wondering where the day's dinner would come from exploded. Millions 
expressed their rage at the stilted system that reserved the best universities 
and schools for those with money. An inferior education was dished out like 
slop for the majority of citizens who could no longer pay the double digit 
increases in tuition and taxes charged by this lower tier of the educational 
system - for many a university education for their children had been beyond 
their means to pay for a very long time. 


An evolving lower caste of working citizens, poor, unemployed, homeless, 
and the powerless not in the good graces of the powerful in the political and 
business circles lashed out at those who enforced the status quo - the 
government operatives, county administrators, mayors; anyone who upheld 
the degenerating society. The representatives of the corrupt society could 
find no safe haven; they were constantly badgered, and tormented by those 
who they were supposed to represent. Simply pleading with the citizen mobs 
that were determined to bring a modicum of justice to their lives was a 
useless act in futility. The people were demanding action because they'd 
already heard far too many words. 
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This was a signal that they finally realized that good government insured 
life, liberty, and happiness. For any government that allowed an entire 
society to be swallowed up by a gluttonous greedy few was nothing more 
than a large organized crime family. If a government's existence was derived 
from its constituents then this government had absolutely lost its mandate to 
rule. It no longer reflected the will of the people but only the ambitions of an 
insignificant sneaky few conniving leaches - the halls of power overflowing 
with legislators acting in the best interests of the people and their country 
had become vacant. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - V 


A sinister force had fallen upon the once great nation - huge black scaly 
wings darkened the sky. Unchecked government sponsored corruption 
turned the Treasury into the personal checking account of those business & 
political elites who raided it in fits of unbridled greed. 


Meanwhile, poorly clothed, sodden men, women, and children wondered 
aimlessly from store to store searching for any undiscovered morsel of food. 
To say that things had deteriorated from what they were would have been a 
monumental understatement. There was no functioning economy. Black 
markets were endemic from coast-to-coast catering to those who had items 
of intrinsic worth they could trade to the lower level ultra-capitalist dealers 
who ran the stalls. Anything could be had for a price, even human beings. 


Those in power both in business and government in the now "pigmy" 
eastern nation-state called the Eastern United States recognized that 
propaganda induced placation of the majority of a citizenry couldn't be used 
indefinitely without the introduction of the more potent tyrannical ingredient 
called fear. A new all-powerful gang call "The Rulers" pulled their knife out 
and used it liberally on the remaining sheep - they were going to consume 
like locust the wealth of this new regime. In time they'd become the 
undisputed royalty morphing into a new vile breed from their lobbyist, 
business elite, and political ancestors. 


The newly minted children of the labor slaves were now exposed to the 
wonders of constant brainwashing so that not a single idea, or thought 
fragment they'd experience over their lifetime would diverge from the ultra- 
capitalist faith preached by the police state. Any of the original members of 
the population of labor slaves that had any recollection of the past were 
quickly shipped away in the night by black SUV's to some far away island 
in the Pacific. 


Also during this transition phase from discrete manipulation to direct 
totalitarian rule many sacred aspects of the former pseudo democratic 
government like habeas corpus were thrown out. Martial law was instituted 
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in an attempt to rein in those angry citizens not yet pacified by the now 
numerous nighttime roundup programs. Hundreds of thousands of protestors 
were now regularly gunned down in the streets. 


Small infants even became a threat to the regime. In fact, all uncontrolled 
aspects of life were deemed a threat to the government and business police 
state consortium. Infants were now subjected to physiological torture in 
order to instill docility, compliance, and dependence - no exceptions were 
provided to those within the working class of slaves, all were to have their 
children become indoctrinated in this subversion of spirit. Only those within 
the privileged elite classes comprised of the political and business castes had 
their infants exempted from this painful mind conversion process. 


Eventually, the government brought the population back under their thumb. 


Gradually these more diabolical methods were eliminated and replaced with 
traditional forms of propaganda typical of closed societies. The threat had 
abated to the point where the government leaches felt somewhat secure in 
their lairs. 


Night had fallen upon a good portion of the world with many people simply 
subsisting under partially repressive or completely totalitarian governments. 
The shadow of the ultra-capitalist beast had descended and would not 
release those who for no fault of their own were trapped beneath its 
collapsing wings. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - VI 


Wiping vigorously the torn cloth jumped in its lonely dance on the exposed 
pole. The wind carried with it a cold that was colder from the solitude it 
conveyed. Gray colors trembled before the coming of darkness - no sliver of 
tenderness was left. Desolation moved about in the burnt grass from a fall 
left far too quickly. A screen door clanged futilely in its attempt to send a 
message that all was finally quite. What could be said in reply, no replies 
would be forthcoming - all was done? 


Carrying the past in a pouch the clearing was now shimmering with a 
ghostly figure walking closer. Was it an aberration of an approaching 
apocalypse, the messenger of some lost fragment of humanity long ago 
trampled? No one waited in anticipation of a love lost, of a friend to be 
found, or of a moment to be relived. 


The house sitting lonely with peeling paint, battered side boards, and 
windows permanently left open cried as the wind tore into its exposed 
organs. How long had it been since people occupied its rooms? No 
upcoming rustling in the prairie grass could foretell how close or far this 
vibrating image was from the torn clothe tattered from many years of 
flagging down no one. 


The gray was being pushed back by blackness but the figure still approached 
with determination. With the wind reaching seventy miles per hour with no 
trees to block its powerful punch those exposed out on the plain that was 
now losing light might freeze to death. Movement was never a guarantee of 
living, moving limbs propelling a body along a path, breathing, clearly 
inhaling and exhaling; all these excellent indicators of awareness merely 
indicated animated life not thinking life. Awareness was the special 
ingredient necessary, the demanded condition of an unrestrained spirit, an 
understanding that one's existence impacted the environment. Blank starring 
emptiness conveyed a vegetative silent resignation, a final exhale of 
concern, and an acceptance of the powerful. 


This walking ghost began to clear with the clearing away of the layers of 
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mist. Torn stain streaked clothes covered its body. Looks of unconcerned 
absolution had worn deep crevasses into his now visible immobile face. He 
carried deep a terror and unrequited evil within his burned soul - "The Gift’ 
that special shattering of the spirit - the removal of the will to be an 
individual. 


The house understood now that this was just another scrapper of flesh: a 
mere leftover on a planet suffocating under a pile of leftovers. Just an ‘extra’ 
seeking shelter for a night or two, a transient passerby, that could not, would 
not ever comprehend a permanent un-programmed thought. 


A few of these hopeless slowly dying dredges from a society governed not 
by modest rules but by ruthless power floated in now and then. They'd 
defecate, eat a carcass they'd found along the way, and then open the back 
door on a new lightening gray day. 


These people existed without the neuron structure to envision the future or 
the higher ethical qualities of an unadulterated human society. They'd 
continue their search crawling out to meet a sickly morning. No higher 
ordering of their day could ever be expected for they were an idiot lot. Their 
brains were a mush of burned out synapses and dead gray matter corrupted 
by the powerful under "The Rulers" grip. 


These people were the sludge of a wasteful society that fed more and more 
of its members to the ever-hungry abyss. Solace would never place a kind 
hand on any of these vagrants' shoulders for that was an unnecessary 
exhibition of weakness. Weakness was not to be tolerated. Only an icy cold 
pain dripping society could understand their poisoned intolerance. 


But even a well ordered mean spirited society couldn't contain the drive of a 
human being determined to bust through to freedom. The fighting spirit of 
humankind would never be safely caged behind any absolute or predictable 
outcomes. Even a beaten, battered human being would tear to bring meaning 
to his life. Eventually, a single individual would possess the divine spark 
called determination. This individual would beat the unbeatable odds, and 
the impossible would become possible. 


Clang, bang, bang and the front door went crashing inward pulling on 
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already taunt hinges suffering from other such blows. The ashen face looked 
around at his surroundings. Only rudimentary concepts flickered in this 
untidy disfigured mind still clawing to comprehend the large scope of his 
existence. 


Floor solid, less cold, sit, eat, squat, wipe hands on legs, sleep; fading off 
into oblivion he slept in ignorant bliss. 


Jim looked back oblivious to the reason he was drawn to this single broken 
down house on a dead plain of vacant prairie. He could not reconcile why 
he'd shuffled to this place so distant from the nearest outpost of civilization. 
His thoughts were a jumble of incoherent images, feeling, and gnawing pain. 
Pain that never left him it was his constant companion in this journey he felt 
he'd never controlled. This pain took two forms both physical and a 
shadowy untouchable sinkhole. Movement was less his own than a 
disconnected drift of legs mechanically directed to an unknown destination. 


His headache was more painful than usual. Wanting to pound his head to a 
pulp Jim longingly looks at a jagged edged rock near the step of the back 
door. Looking at this shattered house makes him feel sick - his headache is 
now unbearable. 


Reaching inside his pants pocket he finds some matches. He strikes a match 
with trembling hands throwing it through the backdoor of the house. With 
tearful eyes he ran from the house not stopping until dropping exhausted in 
the prairie grass. 


Flames covered the shell of lost expectations, the house burned to cinders on 
that same gray day its back door opened for the last time. A small fire spread 
on bare floorboards igniting a raging fire in this tinderbox that rain hadn't 
quenched for months. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - VII 


Today is rant till you drop day or is it now called "Rant a lot Day". Well 
whatever the new improved designation Jim was going to take full 
advantage of this wonderful stress reliever. To know that our enlightened 
leaders allow us just one day a year to go outside and scream at the top of 
our lungs is truly an act of decency. Constant adherence to falsehoods 
perpetrated to uphold and instill productivity in every working slave tends to 
build up tension that must be expelled at some point or another. Being lied 
to on a continual basis by every elite with a stake in a system that uses 
human beings like chattel either in their home countries or shipped around 
the world in work gangs tends to grind on a person's nerves over time even a 
well programmed serf like Jim. 


On this specially designated day it's not uncommon to hear blood-curdling 
screams coming from all directions throughout the night right up until 12 
midnight. No one is going to miss this time for psychological cleansing of 
all the pent up inequities that make survival in an ever deteriorating world 
that much more impossible. With a whole cadre of propagandists employed 
on a 24-hour basis churning out endless supplies of fabricated stories 
centering upon the infallibility of the Ultra-Capitalist economic system your 
never quite sure how long your screams will last on this precious day. 


Just some of the more recent stories to come out of "Propaganda Central" 
that everyone has recently begun latching a hold of are: "we bought to many 
material things", "we were all to blame for our endless orgy of spending", 
"protectionism is bad especially when businesses are inhibited from 
searching for ever cheaper labor resources", "banks caused all evil that ever 
befell the global economy", "save the banks and you save the economy", "all 
you need is an ever declining real wage because you don't need to buy things 


like the business masters" - on goes the spin. 


Truth is no longer necessary because for the past several decades "molded 
truth"; that crusty over baked illusion created by the media machine has 
mightily assisted the political, business, and intelligentsia elites to increase 
their wealth even though less remained for them to steal. Their most 
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effective weapon at deterring the underground freedom fighters is to 
overwhelm their ability to counter the mind-altering dung that is excreted 
from the unholy orifices of the gorged business beast. By proliferating every 
radio, net, cable channel, newspaper, and an endless string of other media 
sources with this expertly crafted misinformation the smattering of truth that 
does get out from the underground is lost in the worm eaten corpse of 
society. 


Driving down city streets is much less depressing than in the early days of 
the Depression because back then when you saw paint peeling from homes, 
pot-holed lunar asphalted roads, and all the other indications of rampant 
penury you crawled back into your home - a hole occupied by others like 
you - the dispossessed. 


Thanks to the creative genius of those at "Propaganda Central" we are all 
able to withstand ever more intense levels of decay with a broad smile for 
we now realize that in our lust for perfection we'd applied far too much paint 
and asphalt to our homes and roads than was necessary. All this is wasteful 
living only sensible if you're among the special elites that live behind gated 
communities in their immaculate palaces. There are only enough resources 
in the world to drain from the income swamp to support our lord's endless 
pleasure farms. Jim realized now that it was good to know ones place in the 
scheme of things. 


Yesterday one of Jim's fellow working slaves asked why his unit was being 
terminated in favor of an ever-cheaper labor gang in India. What was 
shocking to Jim was that this 'slaver' was tattooed with a number indicating 
he was from an inferior stock. The question hung there in the air for an 
untold number of minutes before he was finally whisked away to the 
extermination room. It just goes to show you there are always folks who ask 
impertinent questions of our business masters. They should realize our 
masters and their faithful servants don't like to have truth thrust in their faces 
especially when they feel that their omnipotence is being threatened. 


Not much changes on a day in day out basis. Jim worked harder, receiving 
less pay, going home to collapse on his vermin soiled space on the floor of a 
room he shared with others. Not even the cat was interested in scurrying 
after the rampaging rats that swarmed over this his rented space in a room - 
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a corporate barrack. 


Tomorrow Jim and a few of others were going to go on a night scavenge at 
an old shop in the dead mall to see if they might break through the rusty bolt 
lock that others had been sawing on for more than a week. The story rapidly 
making its way through the barracks was that behind this stockroom door 
was a supply of foodstuffs that was being horded by the manager who was 
shot by a mob when the National Guard was called in to stop looting after 
the "Big Collapse" a few months ago. All the old timers kept telling Jim that 
things would get better but after waiting for just more steamy stories from 
"The Rulers" it seemed even the old timers believed in hope when only 
action would suffice. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - VIII 


Walking along the deep ravine, stumbling over rocks strewn across the path 
about thirty hard pressed disheveled citizens aimlessly searched for a place 
to make camp. Nightfall was approaching fast and that meant that they 
needed to get out of the open - trees, cover of any kind must be found. These 
men, women, and children were castaways within their own land. They'd 
become leftovers to costly, old, or young to be useful to business. There was 
really no reason for the cold hard calculating business of this masterfully 
efficient world of income leaches to employ anyone who wasn't on the 
approved list of cheap labor sources. They were no longer regarded as 
human beings but expendable human resources. 


These dirty torn rags covering protruding bones meandered from here to 
there, passing other ‘leftover workers’ that were also invisible; outcasts, mere 
garbage. Governments long ago gave up the pretense of caring about their 
citizens for they made it perfectly clear where their loyalties lie. With 
business all governments found an easily understood ally in another form of 
big powerful bureaucracy that was also designed to absorb decency, 
meaning, and stability from the human substrate that now existed at the 
whim of the powerful few who controlled reality. 


Tonight would be especially dangerous being out on a free range expanding 
for many directions with not one tree visible. Camp must be a quiet affair, 
not easily discernible among a rock, dirt, and dusty terrain. 


What was unleashed upon the 'Leftovers' was a measure of extermination. 
The government's only responsibility was to its business masters. 


Business ruled with an iron club. Their reality was just a specially molded 
illusion that subverted reality. A great horde of human refuge was shipped 
into the country to help satiate their unquenchable lust for cheap labor. 
Those at the top of the mountain pass gleefully hooted and snorted over their 
unassailable use of these slaves in any despicable act they could fathom. 
Who'd stop them for they were also the governments, they were the law, and 
they were the essence of the very air that was breathed. These were the elites 
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who controlled all in their purview - they were gods. 


Moving slowing behind the horizon the orange ball of the lonely sun was 
fading images from glowing earth tone colors into the dreaded darkness of 
the hunt. Soon the prowlers would be roaming the terrain in search of new 
prey. Not good being in the open, exposed to this nightly unleashed 
depravity practiced by all those who had unrestrained command over their 
dominions. 


Rules used to check these sociopaths that found their way to the hearth of 
the beast but over time they were allowed to range freely, devouring any 
equitable future that may have sprouted from the ruins. No one raised a 
voice, put up a hand, or wrote a protest against the onslaught of extreme 
privilege; they just remained mum - the media machine ground out more 
dust to clog up the pure. 


Only the corrupt could thrive in the dirt that penetrated all the multitudinous 
creases of a stale society existing on fumes. The corrupted were the putrid 
ones, allowing their bodies to become mere blobs of fat riding in brilliantly 
colored satins. Gone were reasoning minds that could calculate the least cost 
advantage from all those important points of money deception that had made 
their ancestors the masters. Puny little dots of mental matter remained 
locked deep in their thick corpulent skulls - the purpose of these gray dots 
was just to receive pleasure impulses. At the time no one realized that if you 
held down an entire swath of humanity to exult only a few those few 
eventually would decay from a decadence that would latch hold like a 
willing rider. 


Flashes of tracer fire could be seen off on the dim horizon. Tonight those 
‘globular powerfully corrupt’ chopper riders were out to stimulate their little 
dots, gleefully enjoying a nightly pounce on the helpless like their 
forerunners who destroyed lives by building this cheap labor hell of a world. 
Their prey was everywhere - children, women, and meek men who had long 
ago yielded willingly to those who were clearly their inferiors. 


Never such a docile race was there to be created but on this planet of 
accepters. 
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Good night, sweet dreams. The future was racing up fast. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - IX 


White light cut across the bleak black night bending an arc of painful 
remembrance on everything it touched. Jim crowded around a fire started 
from dug scrapes scavenged from a ground continually stomped upon. 
Blocks of pavement pointed at angles towards a hopeless heaven. Weeds 
broke down hard surfaces growing through these remnants of lost 
civilization. 


The heartless powerful would use the word civil to describe their reign of 
power corrupted by hate. They were the grandchildren of those who had 
covertly taken control of lives that had once belonged to something grander 
than the exclusive fulfillment their self-interest. 


A passing light once again moved across the littered landscape searing 
across a scene to horrible to comprehend - each pass revealed a glittering 
barbed wire barrier reflecting from here to there transient lives dying slowly. 


How had he made it to this camp outside this factory? More questions 
exploded in his overtaxed mind than it could handle. Pain, horrible pain shot 
across his forehead making it impossible to take in the images, the sounds, 
all the keys to place and self his senses were providing his wounded brain. 


Attempting to hold onto some tangible reality that wouldn't just slip from his 
hands Jim looked around him for a face not too preoccupied mumbling, 
spitting, or starring. On the rim of the camp he spied a woman who looked 
self-possessed - she at least didn't seem lost in any fantasy world. 


Slowly getting up from his crotched position he gradually bent his stiff legs 
and walked in her direction. Carefully stepping between the ground dwellers 
spaces he moved closer to the edge of this smoky, filthy, stinking camp of a 
machine society. Thankful that he was still conscious Jim prayed he'd make 
it to this woman before he found himself in another entirely new scene. 


Reaching the woman he looked in her blue eyes. Her eyes swam with 
compassion not the startled fear of an animal he saw in the others. She 
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smiled ever so faintly at him before she said; "What's your name?" 
"Jim Hauser. What's your name?" 
"Mary Madeline" 


Jim hesitated for he didn't want to convey any weakness. Weakness was 
never to be spilled out like sour milk in a world built upon absolute power. 
"Mary... What is this place?" 


"Jim, this place. Well, you could call it a camp of Leftovers; those including 
yourself who are damaged goods in a society that values only youth, and 
sparkling clean ignorance. For now we're lucky that our minds are 
functioning; all of us in this camp have faulty wiring. Our minds after being 
sliced, diced, torn, and cut to make the perfect docile worker are scared 
beyond repair. Evidently, you are a Newbie for your just coming to the 
realization that you can't tell reality from illusion. Sorry, to let you in on this 
dirty little secret but you're undoubtedly one of us." 


Feeling like a ton of bricks had been dropped upon him he collapsed to the 
ground. Feeling like worms were crawling on the inside of his skull Jim 
desperately attempted to stay connected to the here and now. Maybe, the 
shock of knowing what he tried to bury deep triggered this burnout. 


He slipped into unconsciousness, mumbling with dead eyes staring at a dark 
horizon. 


Meanwhile, inside the glistening sharp steel of the gate the masters 
representatives corrupted the conception of humanity; ripping it with animal 
desires, cravings, and cruelty. A cruelty that knew no bounds practiced daily 
by these ‘free market’ priests bent upon shoving a product through 
production regardless of cost in lives, limbs, and human spirit - nothing 
mattered but what they could glean in money like dew licked up with 
drooling mouths ready to lash out with snapping jaws. 


When one of the cheap working serfs that they'd brought in was completely 
used up, the gate opened and his soiled disheveled body flew through the 
dirty air gliding across razor posts until its thump was heard in an outside 
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ditch. No longer of use to the masters his decaying body was added to an 
accumulation of human refuse that sent up a putrid odor attracting vultures 
from the surrounding area to feed. The vultures seemed to be of a kindred 
heart to the masters because some had been captured, becoming pets that the 
masters carried in large cages on their journeys across the camp. 


In the early days the masters would over stock their human warehouses 
filling them to the brim with cheap labor slaves. Equalizing their labor pools 
in accordance with the proverb of ‘globalization’ the cheap labor slave would 
either be consumed in his low cost country or torn from family to work 
towards a certain death within the labor camps in a developed country. The 
masters could be heard faithfully chanting every day at noon - "better to 
have more than necessary in order to use without care". 


An exercise of control over each animal resource made for a docile 
compliant labor slave - they were completely dependent upon their masters. 
The master's only requirement was a place to deposit their receptacle - their 
church (camp) of evil that oozed production at a cost of immeasurable 
human pain. Nothing else mattered to them because theirs was an existence 
encapsulated in a hole that swallowed them in an excretion of greed - it had 
made them into deviants living on a gamblers addiction. 


Raiders were now moving in a pounding surge beyond the hill to the north - 
a fight between rival camps could be discerned in the cries of those falling 
victim to the newly installed razor posts that were erupting from the ground. 


No one remained who could buy - those who were not working had long ago 
been starved of income. Those working were fed and clothed but nothing 
more. 


Those working serfs who'd been used up were disposed of only after their 
clothing was torn from their bodies - the 'masters' worked them till they 
died. When disposed in the ditch the remains of these working serfs were 
nothing more than skeletons with joints bloated into malformed knots. 


A replacement was always to be had from the human warehouse - a stinking 
rusting hollow shell at the back of the camp shrouded in screams and 
clawing sounds from those who realized their fate. Their own kind would 
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drag them from the building pulling them through the sharp rusty steel door 
tearing skin that left hunks of blood covered rotting meat that hung freely in 
the opening. 


Awaking from his stupor Jim covered himself with a tarp after seeing the 
others perform the same instinctual movement. A cloud of poison emissions 
drifted below the full moon heading in his direction. He breathed slowly 
under his tarp until it passed. Such was the world he'd been left. The entire 
planet had become the exclusive dumping ground of the corporate masters. 
Water flowed with an eerie glow in streams lined with garbage purged from 
the camps. All the "leftovers" always drank water with trepidation, realizing 
each drop could mean a contorted painful death. A death that came earlier 
and earlier - none survived past twenty-five. 


The masters continued to practice their economic religion against the relief 
of a blighted scared planet. No longer considered human beings, all the 
transformed, the worthless animals, awaited extinction around this shrinking 
pool of tepid water. 


No strength, no dreams, no hope remained, who would tell the tale of a once 


beautiful past before the tumor of greed spread like wildfire. Trouble was it 
might already be beyond controlling. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - X 


That outside light hurts, it's blinding. A merge of colors flowed towards the 
light that just wouldn't stop shining in his face. The knife was moving 
closer, closer, as blackness lowered its canopy. 


Shaking his head Jim lifted his head up from the grass. He felt hungry, 
thirsty, and tired all at once. Feeling in his pants pocket after shifting his 
body on his back he realized that he only had only one can of potted meat 
left, and no water. Moving up on his elbows he directed his gaze in all 
directions. 


This place was far more inviting than his last dream. Or were they a 
collection of dreams; the camp with a steel fenced factory, and this more 
impressionable operation with a knife that just hovered over his head. 


Grass covered the ground to the horizon no matter where his scanning eyes 
landed. The sky was the most brilliant dark blue he could ever imagine. 
Maybe he was just imagining this new unwanted scene; somewhere, but 
where was this somewhere? 


His clothes hung on him like loose rags fitting a scarecrow. These rags were 
so dirty that they could simply be called black. He had sores, on his left arm 
with gashes on his legs that throbbed with deep pain. Those pieces of leather 
on his feet strapped to his ankles were worn wafer thin. 


Jim noticed that his toes were bloodied with scabs that probably covered 
infection. Not being able to feel his smallest toe on his most exposed foot he 
understood why after closer inspection - it was practically black. This wasn't 
good. Was it gangrene? If it were that toe would have to come off. 


Shaking all over, Jim found a sharp rock nearby with an edge sharp as a 
steak knife. Placing his small toe under a flat rock he thrust the knife edged 
rock down hard on his exposed toe in a single swift movement. 


Green goo gushed from the wound where a toe had been; the black thing 
171 


that had been a toe laid oozing the same goo not more than a few inches 
from its former foot. The pain was so unbearable Jim let out a howl that if 
anyone had been around would have given them a shiver of horror. 


Finding the least soiled area of his tattered shirt he carefully ripped it out. 
Knowing that this piece of cloth was probably crawling with bacteria he 
knew his options were nil. He just covered the exposed stub where the toe 
had been with this marginally dirty piece of cloth. 


Now he needed to find a way to connect this cloth to his third world excuse 
for shoes. Noticing a wire running through his wafer thin soles holding them 
to the rope that wrapped around the tops of his feet he loosened from the 
shoe pulling it from the attaching loops. 


"This will work fine. Oh, dam that pain... Must get my mind back on the 
task at hand" Jim was aware that he might not be able to finish this task 
before passing out but new he had to if he was going to have the least 
chance of surviving. 


Inspecting the wire he saw that it was really two strands so he elongated the 
wire to its full length. Placing the wire on the same flat rock that was his 
prior amateur surgical area he hit the metal with all his might until it broke 
in two. He weaved a piece of wire of equal length back through where it was 
in his shoe. The other metal strand his pushed into holes in the cloth 
covering that he made with the end of the wire. He affixed this wire secured 
piece of cloth into the loops that held the straps and soles of the shoe. 


With this finished Jim dropped exhausted on his back. 


"No, No, please no" Jim pleaded while holding his hands over his face in a 
feeble attempt to shield his face from the blows. Showering down on his 
head and in his face were the bludgeons of the security forces simply know 
has "Enforcers". Dressed in full riot gear they descended upon the old mall 
surrounding Jim and his fellow starving citizens who'd been desperately 
trying to break into the vacant store. 


Wanting nothing more than a few extra bites of food in mouths loosing 
teeth, in hands with white bones protruding through skin they begged the 
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"Enforcers" to let them please have a few rusty cans. Rusty cans of potted 
meat originally dredged from the floor of a slaughterhouse. Meat that had 
been swept into corners after the choicest cuts were carefully removed from 
the cattle carcasses for the powerful, the connected, and the elite. 


If the potted meat didn't kill you it was guaranteed to make you sick but Jim 
and the others had been exposed to the foulest of food - after a person's 
dignity was torched to cinders degeneration became you're constant 
companion. They'd been treated like animals so they were all breathing that 
rarified air of razor thin sharp edged survival. Consequences evaporate in 
this rarified air when you're pushed up against a concrete wall by a 
government comprised of belligerent profit seekers - a society of leaches. 


It happened after... The knife came towards his face; no it was his head. 
Blackness... dark, deep colored lights twist, turns, moves, curls, and 
bounces off the edges. 


"What a splitting headache. Pain..." This pain woke Jim with vomit gushing 
from his mouth into a pool of black steaming liquid glistening at his feet. 
The insides of his stomach chunked out his mouth in this black fluid of a 
slowly passing life. He screamed loud a ghoulish howl fused to his now 
disconnected voice, now again his, now not his. Somehow cut, a break or 
short circuit in his mind removed him to a place not of the here and now. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - XI 


"No need to use the Total Inhibitor on this one" the precisely calibrated 
voice intoned. 


"The work we have at this production facility doesn't require much in the 
way of brains - just hook in the Partial Inhibitor. Hell, this worker is almost 
entirely used up, he'll cause no trouble." 


The Partial Inhibitor was roughly inserted into the two nondescript holes at 
the base of Jim's skull by the supervisor of production. Once the central 
production system received a new signal from the Inhibitor it immediately 
began pumping Jim's scarred brain with electro-stimuli orders. Orders that 
took control over every thought and action that Jim would unknowingly 
execute with precision on the production line in machine efficiency. 


Unfortunately, Jim wasn't a machine; he was a living breathing human being 
with feelings and a life that was being stolen incrementally in unknowing 
chunks of time that he'd never be able to replace. Jim, and those like him 
who make up this great army of working serfs had been transformed into 
huge gangs of "zombie workers" that were under the complete control of 
businesses searching for the next speck of profit to glean from the ultra- 
capitalist society. 


Jim would work to the limits of endurance pushed to ever further lengths by 
an uncaring society invaded by the greedy cancer of extreme business; it 
would justify any and all actions in the pursuit of lining the pockets of a few 
well-placed wealthy elite power holders. 


Religious zealots these business elites had latched a hold of government 
similar to how a tumor merges with the normal cells only to destroy them 
slowly until their all dead. What remains is this blob of gray-mattered puss 
emitting hunk of tissue that now longer functions. This was the course that 
government slid down taking with it individuals and the entire societal 
structure until all were corrupted beyond recognition. 
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No individual questioned the morality of today's actions against the dignity 
and self-determination of fellow human beings. They were all beyond 
questioning whether this or that task was right because everyone not just 
here at this remote production facility had long ago fallen into the trap of 
acceptance. 


Over time any action against humanity could be justified with just the right 
amount of twisted, subverted, and deviant illogic spooned out ever so 
carefully. The important thing was to allow for just the right amount of 
‘fermenting’ of the propaganda so that it would all be absorbed into the 
healthy society. 


Fermenting was a delicate process that infused new values, mores, and 
attitudes like invading genetic helixes from a cancer integrating into the 
clean healthy genetic sequences - before you knew it: presto; the new 
societal structure would then emerge, entirely replacing the old. If done 
correctly all participants in this abomination of self-serving greed would 
have no memory of the prior 'clean' unadulterated societal values, mores, 
and attitude - they would have been effectively ‘acid' washed from the 
societal framework. 


In such a society based solely upon careless usage of others, those at the 
bottom rung of the ladder suffered greatly. Jim had never been able to 
progress much further than common laborer even though he had valiantly 
tried to advance his education passed his four-year stint at "Indoctrination 
High". 


He'd been given just a year after graduation to prove to "The Department of 
Worker Placement" that he was worthy of maintaining his individuality. 
Studying practically day and night in preparation for the barrage of tests that 
would determine whether he'd remain marginally free or be enslaved in one 
of the many labor gulags that dotted the countryside, Jim feverishly studied. 


After leaving the testing center in his home town of Amold, Iowa some 
thirty years ago; at the time Jim knew at that point he'd end up in the refuse 
bin of a society that valued very little. 


Perfection was the only criteria that mattered to those who controlled all the 
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wealth, ideas, and thoughts of a nation geared towards expanding their 
income. No other alternate gauge of a person's worth would ever be 
considered in a world were very little resourced leaked down to those below 
the elite's exalted heights. There just wasn't much of anything left once it 
reached all who were attempting to survive on the scraps, and leftovers 
thrown down from above. 


Therefore, there just wasn't any room for anyone but the best and brightest 
in the small space remaining way up top close to the elite business, 
government, and political power brokers. The rest, including Jim would 
form the backbone of a culture of greed that fed upon their sweat, pain, and 
wasting bodies. 


So today unknown to Jim, he'd labor alongside all the other working serfs. 
All would be oblivious to the abuse they'd receive, and hazards they'd face 
on a production line. A line the hummed without interruption or break; for it 
was an inhuman electronic slave master that ruled over these helpless human 
beings turned into mere puppets of flesh. This computer mind expertly 
synced their movements in a controlled rhythm of unrelenting production 
that stopped for nothing not even chopped of fingers or hands. 


For humanity had been extinct for approximately twenty years. What 
remained were just the animal desires; exercised decadently at the top. At 
the bottom only the survival instincts remained; un-softened by forgotten 
traits like kindness, compassion, and decency. 


What resulted was a bipolar world with two centers of reality. The 
preeminent untouchable reality of the elites was modern, clean, and elegant. 
At the other pole, the reality of the working serfs was filled with decay, dirt, 
pain, and suffering. Regardless of their station in life among the bottom 
dwellers, all working serfs whether the privileged ‘intelligent’ or the lowly 
working robots like Jim were nothing more than ‘widgets’ in their respective 
production processes. For the production mindset permeated all work even 
work that by nature required an innate creativity and intellectual prowess. 


All that mattered to the rulers at the top were the finished products that 
ended up in their sparkling cities. Cities far removed from the slave force 
that produced everything tangible and intangible. The only working serfs 
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allowed entry into the exclusive dominion of the powerful elite were the 
totally brainless who arrived at this their final stop along a torturous road of 
service. These working serfs were the servants of the elite. The elite felt it 
was Safer to have these complete zombies performing electro stimulated 
tasks under the direction of their home computer systems than to have a 
partially viable 'thinker' in the house. 


These total 'sponge brains' were completely devoid of any conscious breaks 
in their puppet work; for they were damaged goods, one step from being 
exterminated. Even this final act, was to be carried out with their own hands, 
under the direction of their puppet master. In their complete vegetative state 
this last electronic order would be their last job; the cleaning up of another 
used up, worn out slave, to make way for the newer models. 


Even now Jim's brain centers were failing under the constant assault of 
electro-stimulation bombarding neurons that just burnt out from overuse. 
His early recollections of working in complete lucidity at the beginning of 
his service had already been fried from his memory center. That portion of 
his brain was turning from gray to dead white with each month that Jim was 
under the yoke of electro computer servitude. 


On the assembly line Jim moved in slow jerky motions a reflection of how 
wom out and damaged his brain had become under this latest surge of 
powerful electro pulses being pumped into his defenseless body. 


The bulky metal components for the latest modern appliance demanded by 
the elite moved pasted his workstation. Jim's job was to put component A 
and component B together by using an air powered screw driver to tighten 
the screw that he placed over the protruding bolt. Only a predetermined 
limited amount of time was allotted for the completion of this task 
unfortunately Jim had fallen behind with two out of the thousands of these 
assemblies he'd fastened over the past week. If this variance in the 
production rhythm continued Jim might be torn from the production line to 
await reassignment as a servant. 


Slipping further down the trash shoot of the disposable culture that valued 
nothing but the care and feeding of those at the top Jim in his mindless state 
of zombie servitude was on the verge of losing even his limited lapses into 


177 


lucidity. 


Those who'd 'raped' his mind for their own personal gain were close to 
trashing another human being all in the name of additional profit. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - XII 


After the cleansing the once great cities of the "Undesirables" about five 
years ago "The Rulers" erected massive walls around these enclaves of 
privilege. Unmanned armed Predators flew day and night over the city 
borders seeking out any illegal crossing of "Undesirables"; if spotted they 
were immediately vaporized. 


No questions, concerns, or ethical issues were ever raised when any 
innocent working serf was killed because this society was devoid of 
unauthorized questions, concern for others, and bothersome ethics. The 
hallmark of a long extinguished humanity was replaced with an entirely new 
mark of unfathomable evil. 


Those who lived behind their walls of lust, excess, decadence, greed, and 
extravagance viewed all others as inferior. These were blood cities paid for 
by the millions in bondage and the hundreds of thousands left for dying with 
withered brains that had been thoughtlessly fried like fresh green tomatoes. 


The elite who lived within the cities were the privileged caste that comprised 
political hacks of the police state, executives of the business gulags, old 
moneyed speculators, and the supreme holders of the business faith. All 
these leaches enjoyed lives of opulence without any concern for tomorrow 
or the future. They were the princes of their realm of suffocating greed. 


Fretting over the latest fashion, which party to attend, if they should serve T- 
Bone or Rib eye steak at a banquet, which had the most desirable female 
working serf, and who among their simple minded lot would aspire to the 
title of "Vilest Persecutor of Slaves". 


This special 'honor' was only given once a year to a member of the business 
class; the most esteemed class within the elite caste. Past recipients of this 
prestigious award had been Mitchell Farlon the preeminent lord of Microlax 
Software Industries, Gregory Norax the undisputed ruler over an empire that 
comprised construction & farm machinery, and Franklin Loudon the cranky 
agricultural king. 
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All these ‘great’ men personified the vilest bigotry towards the 
"Undesirables". But what separated them from their fellow enslavers was 
that they enjoyed pushing their slaves to the limit of their endurance. By 
"Jellifying" the brains of more working slaves over a shorter period of time 
they'd become heroes in this lopsided world. They were the models of 
superiority exerted strenuously towards the destruction of those they hated 
the most, those who held up their society sinking ever so slowly into the 
quicksand of obscurity. 


The cities that these controllers lived within hadn't changed in years; they 
were the calcified remains of the last pre-ultra-capitalist democracy. No 
progress had been made in this stagnant gulag business state. Ideas, spirit, 
and dreams were crushed under an absolute religious fervor for stale worn- 
out truths. Truths that were preached by zealots one and all who knew that 
to ensure their place in the pecking order they'd have to fervently flash their 
fundamentalist zeal for all to see. There was no middle ground, only the 
sacred undisputed belief in an ultra-capitalist creed that enshrined a few 
special persons in crystal cathedrals while the masses clamored outside to 
capture fleeting cogent thoughts before facing a certain vegetative death. 


On this night within the largest of these concrete tombs the sky was dark 
with rolling black clouds flashing silver white lightning. Illuminating these 
quite spires under the trembling heavens this lost civilization exposed itself 
in momentary bursts. Submerged in deterioration the city dwellers 
consumed ever closer to the bone until it became necessary to start leaching 
the calcium from the bones themselves. The grandeur of what was had been 
worn down to a tattered and torn facade carelessly hoisted by those with no 
care for tomorrow. 


Scraping along in patterns on the pavement tiny three wheeled cubes 
traveled between the spires with their headlights piercing the darkness. 
Always looking for ways to cut costs the elite inhabitants of these past glory 
had shut down the power to their cities. With their actions rooted in darkness 
and their thoughts conforming to evil this had been a natural progression - 
this nighttime cave dweller mentality. Light only reminded them of how 
ugly they'd become, such a contrast from those who had built these cities. 
But light and mirrors could be avoided. 
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The warriors that forged the bridge from the past to the future were distant 
memories. Those among the powerful dreaded any comparisons between 
their pudgy little bodies, soft sleepy minds and the giants of mankind that 
had been the creative force behind all that they copied or abused. It was a 
comfort to the elite that all these forces of positive change had vanished 
along with their dreams and aspirations. 


Gradually the rainstorm left the city streets moving out towards the 
countryside. Gliding over the sentry towers it carefully crossed into the 
desolate prison of the "Undesirables". Releasing its full fury on the 
defenseless souls huddled undermeath trees, beat up tarps, and cardboard 
roofs nature remaining aloof in the struggle of mankind against humankind 
soaked the defenseless. Water drops plopped rhythmically into puddles 
laced with a chemical sheen. Rivulets carved small grooves in land without 
grass or weeds. 


Trees reached out with limbs rotting from fungus brought on by a climate 
that had been pushed beyond the breaking point - carbon emissions had 
turned most of the planet into a greenhouse without any hope of new 
growth. 


Bugs crawled freely, like moving carpets they caressed patches of soil in a 
positively futile attempt to rustle up something to eat. Most of the plants, 
along with the more animated organisms were extinct. This environmental 
sludge was a waste product of conducting business for profit alone - the 
weak elite minds controlling the world just couldn't comprehend cause and 
effect. 


Waking up very slowly, Jim willed is mind to consciousness. Opening his 
eyes crusted together by a slimy film he blinked furiously to clear his vision. 
What he saw just enforced his lethargy - dark clouds, a bleak landscape, and 
tent after tent interspersed with other hovels lying carelessly on a dead land. 
Not knowing whether he was truly conscious or experiencing another well- 
formed deliriousness Jim closed his eyes to concentrate on feeling what his 
body felt. 


Cold and wet were the overwhelming feelings that shot back up the battered 
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nervous system to his burned out brain trying to make sense out of scattered 
disconnected thoughts. 


Once again, Jim was at a loss in understanding how he had ended up in this 
new place with all these other dregs of a society incapable of the barest 
compassion. What had he been doing over the past few hours, days, or even 
years that were blank spaces in a chopped up memory? Why was the back of 
his head sore and swollen and why did his head feel like it was in a vise? 


Every one of Jim's questions sparked sharp spasms of pain deep within his 
skull. Clearly, something was seriously wrong with him but with no 
hospitals, clinics, or doctors left on this side of hell he would just have to 
suffer quietly until it either turned him into a mumbling idiot or killed him. 
Those and other similar unpleasant choices were all that remained for those 
who existed simply to fill the pockets of income leaches. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - XIII 


"What the hell do you think you're doing Jim Hauser?" 


"Get right back in your team seat and away from that window, NOW!" 
yelled the disembodied voice of the instructor at Indoctrination High. 


Jim had been daydreaming. Looking out the classroom window at the dirt 
road that cut through the fields towards the horizon he'd felt this instant need 
to escape. Escape from the relentless drilling of dogma, the regurgitation of 
facts, the suffocating presence of teammates, the boring hours spent 
studying, and the passage of time not his to use freely. 


He'd always been the oddity, the obtuse piece that just won't fit no matter 
how hard he was pushed to conform to the standards, rules, and beliefs that 
were stuffed down his throat. His response was always the same - 
identifying it as alien to the human spirit his mind would simply forcefully 
expel it as a foreign substance. 


The others: his fellow students were different, they would lap this spoiled 
‘milk' up. They didn't recognize, or care to know why it was being supplied 
when fresh untainted 'milk' would have been healthier. 


Ever so slowly Jim walked back to his team's table. Pulling the chair along 
the floor so that it made this scratching sound against the hard tile he 
plopped his wiry frame back into his seat. The instructor a Mr. Yang gave 
him a menacing look indicating that he was taking note of all Jim's instances 
of insubordination. The tally had become so numerous Mr. Yang had to 
move it from his deteriorating memory to a notebook binder with page after 
page of Jim's daily acts of defiance against the system. 


In this screwed up world, in this screwed up country, within the ever so 
screwed up high schools turned into indoctrination camps no leniency was 
given to those who wouldn't accept their place; their homogenous soulless 
incorporation into the state gulag. These students were studying not for their 
benefit but to benefit those who ran the business/government machine that 
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used up the finished products from these mind-melding shops of conformity. 
The only purpose that these students served were in their eventual infusion 
into the maggot infested rotting corpse of society. They were never viewed 
as individuals but as raw materials of production that fit into the cog, which 
was the societal assembly line. 


It was an all-inclusive assembly line; a stupendous undertaking by the puny 
greed gripped business minds of the day. From cradle to grave all labor 
slaves of the business/state slave camp were ‘planted’, ‘fertilized’, and 
‘harvested’ by "The Rulers", their direct subordinate managers, and 
government 'royalty’. 


What had initially been a Hodge Podge of uncoordinated efforts by the 
ruling elite to use this huge labor force for their exclusive benefit had 
become a well-orchestrated perverse system of extreme exploitation. Human 
beings were nothing more than inputs into the production process that had 
over time become more dehumanizing. No care had been exercised by the 
old democracies to limit how low the global business block could sink in 
order to achieve their primary objective of eking more and more profit from 
less and less revenue. 


The ultra-capitalist corrosion had eaten away at freedoms until those who'd 
believed they still had democratic governments directly answerable to the 
people woke up one day to find they'd become the property of the global 
business elite. 


Smirking ever so imperceptibly Jim along with the other malleable 
production units sat with eyes fixed upon a long rectangular monitor that 
had emerged from a slit in the center of the table. The translucent viewing 
screen of the monitor was scrolling up large brilliant red "Words of 
Wisdom" reflected off the blank faces on either side of the table. Each 
sentence scrolled up in the center of the screen; synchronized across all the 
other tables in the room. On queue the entire classroom would chant in a 
loud monotone voice that barely conveyed a drop of humanity. 


Mocking the single mindlessness of this amorous mass Jim spoke softly - his 
protest was an insult to the standardization process. It was a process that 
demanded every working slave to replicate the actions of their group right 
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down to the intonation of their voice. Deviation, non-standard inputs 
injected into a production process (including slave labor) tended to skew the 
output in unpredictable ways; ingenuity, creativity, and quality might result 
from letting the human spirit free of this cage. But these intangibles could 
never be quantified by scrawny business minds that could only deal with 
here and now short-term gain. So the end result of this highly controlled 
sanitized environment was the spewing out of endless quantities of junk. 
Pumped out of antiquated factories staffed by hungry, tired, unmotivated 
labor slaves this broken stuff, the product of a broken society lasted no more 
than a couple of years. 


Conformity was therefore a guiding principle that guaranteed a uniform 
predictable output at ever increasing quantities that would ultimately be 
wasted by the elite lords. Therefore no working slave (the workforce had 
recently made the transition from serf to slave) could be allowed to distort 
the finely tuned totalitarian ultra-capitalist society. Given any task these 
human slaves would unflinchingly execute the order regardless of any deep- 
seated desire to refuse; this is the ultimate fodder of any totalitarian regime. 


Nighttime provided the only unmonitored freedom Jim had; his core self 
could be exposed to the dark without fear of recrimination from the other 
conformists or instructors. Tonight was different, instead of envisioning a 
more compassionate, empathic outcome than this wasteland filled with pain, 
suffering, stupidity, and hatred. He was filled with fear, an indefinable fear 
that his life was rolling down this dead end path. His optimism, his ability to 
absorb pain in its many varied forms was failing. Maybe this is how the 
transformation occurred in the more difficult cases like him. That night he 
realized it was only a matter of time before he'd become subsumed in the 
marching mass, the vanquished horde that readily spilled its lifeblood for the 
aristocratic royalty that ruled the feudal regime. He realized that his solitary 
fight could never inspire confidence in other citizens to lash out against 
conditions they were oblivious to because they were to expertly monitored, 
controlled, and reduced into a compliant army of zombies. He was all-alone. 
He would eventually have his soul sucked from his body. There just was no 
way to stop this evil it was just too effusive, it covered everything with its 
sticky slime. 


Waking startled to the beating of a large pan by an even larger metal spoon 
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Jim and the other students in Barrack #6 jumped from their bunk beds. 
Knowing that this was the expected alarm in this harsh, unsympathetic 
world, didn't lesson its emotionally wrenching effect. 


Standing at attention at the foot of their bunk bed Jim and his bunkmate 
Johnny Horance looked straight ahead without the slightest hint of 
expression on their immobile faces. All the young members of this robot 
society readied themselves mentally for another day of mind numbing rote 
feedings of stale propaganda. 


There were a few who relished these regimented, consistent, carbon copy 
days. They were the simple-minded who were incapable of functioning in 
anything but this obtuse largely irrelevant police state. In an upside down 
society like this they'd rise to the top of the crust of scum that coated this 
cesspool. 


"File out!" came the guttural yell from the instructor. Walking on wobbly 
legs Jim and the others in his barrack marched towards the dirty white door 
at the end of the hall. Following the instructor in military style steps Jim 
walked with his submerged dejection well hidden. 


Smoke rose in a twisting curl from the shack where meals were served - that 
is if the slop scooped with small wooden splitter covered ladles could be 
considered edible food. Snaking from outside the cracked metal door all the 
inmates of this personality-molding center stood silently in the liquid heat 
filled air. 


It was just another indignity that Jim and his fellow inmate students had to 
suffer - this waiting in line for 'grub' that a mongrel wouldn't eat. Break the 
spirit of those who still possessed a semblance of individuality; that was the 
unstated objective of this police state. Kick the door in on the mind that held 
a tightly grasped individuality. Tear the soul out and rip the spirit from those 
who protested to wildly. This was the sure fire way of homogenizing the 
masses, the blob of uniformity, the controlled. No escape, no outlet was 
provided, all was minutely managed; every ingredient was carefully 
measured to insure that those in power stayed in power. 


Awash in a sea of stinking drones, this mixed with the foul smell permeating 
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this dirt-floored barn Jim unconsciously moved his rusty spoon through the 
tepid liquid resting in his bowl. Whatever the ingredients, they'd settled 
down to the bottom of his chipped bowl in what resembled a very wet mud. 
The spoon released these black pieces that floated to the top instead of being 
carefully hidden below the surface of the 'mud’. 


Inspecting these irregular pieces and bits of black had become a mania with 
Jim. He'd look these little waste products over very carefully from all 
angles. He concluded that if all food was either a putrid looking liquid or 
these small floppy black sponges, eating was just another disgusting natural 
necessity like using the toilet. 


"Get up! Now!" the uniformed guard yelled. Jim along with all the other 


young men and women moved back towards the paint chipped door that 
they walked through a few minutes ago. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - XIV 


Listing in his overstuffed chair Mitchell Farlon the undisputed ruler of 
Microlax Software Industries looked at his computer screen attempting to 
focus on the figures painted in the upper right hand corner. All the other 
facts and figures compiled by thousands of the more intelligent worker 
drones stuffed into a cubicle warehouse in a jungle located in Indochina 
were ignored. 


What this tired, perpetually lazy, shell of a man focused on was the revenue 
from continuing operations figure. With so many citizens under lock and 
key the only way for revenue to grow was if his fellow money lords paid 
more money for their software, or there was an increase in their numbers. 
Given that neither of these was even a remote probability Mitchell had 
become the cost cutting guru of their select group. He was always on the 
lookout for that overlooked cost hanging like a plum ready to be picked and 
thrown from expenses into his ever-expending pile of luscious fruit. 


It was this fruit of loot that kept Mitchell up late at nights in greedy 
anticipation. How would he spend the additional money gleaned from 
scrimping on the rotten soybean paste that went into the gruel served in his 
work camps? Better yet, what would he spend the bounty ‘carted’ into his 
Swiss account from is most fruitful cost cutting saving to date - shutting 
down the sleeping quarters (bunks arrayed in wooden shacks) and forcing 
his labor slaves to find a tree to crawl beneath at night. He was amazed at 
how costly electricity was at these labor camps and how much this simple 
act could save in dollars better directed to his pocket. 


Mitchell's office building was truly a reflection of his lust for material 
opulence. His excitement was always peaked when another elite lord entered 
his building. Mitchell had all the security cameras pointed at the lobby doors 
of his building just to get the first reaction of these powerful club members. 
Even with the stagnant revenue stream experienced by all businesses he was 
at the top of the rotten heap - the undisputed leader in this maggot-infested 
society. No other new era feudal lord could even come close to the billions 
of dollars he commanded from global sales of computer software that were 
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found on every PC to the most advanced server farm. When Mitchell spoke 
all the other cloistered rulers in this world of unregulated evil listened 
attentively - no doodling on notepads was visible in the audience of these 
hate filled aristocrats. 


Situated like a jewel among the rocks of a gravel road the Microlax 
Software Center towered higher past the ruins of the pre-industrial state 
building. These reminders of the discontinuity between majority democracy 
and corporate autocracy were now dirty, crumbling, and vacant. Only the 
MSC (a well-known acronym) built three years ago by hundreds of 
construction slaves incorporated the latest architectural knowledge available 
at the close of the pre-industrial era. From an artistic standpoint its origins 
were pulled from the dark dungeons of brooding evil that was typical of the 
corpulent masters that now ruled with an iron fist. Being pure black, not 
shiny but dull soot or charcoal black - tore through the sky like a jagged 
rock. There wasn't a window to be found anywhere on its surface. It was an 
edifice that proudly proclaimed that humanity had finally been destroyed in 
the name of greed. It was like some tumor that had sprouted in tissue; a 
tumor that sucked the life from an ever-expanding area of dying cells. 


Since the introduction of the "Mind Harness", Microlax had been raking in 
revenue that was four times its prior software only revenue stream. Every 
business lord in every industry that used labor slaves was in the process of 
converting their slaves into docile puppets under their absolute control. The 
demand for this complex computer system that plugged into the base of a 
human skull was so high that the laboratories where it was being 
manufactured had a one-year backlog of companies waiting for shipment of 
this mind-frying device. 


That was what had riveted Mitchell's attention to the upper left-hand corner 
of this computer screen for more than an hour this morning. He couldn't 
believe his eyes. Were they playing tricks on him? Could that figure be 
right? 


What he saw in blue bolded numerals at the very top of this interim income 
statement was a revenue figure that was now eight times that of just last 
quarter. Producing these little gems of worker thought control made from 
the cheapest materials supplied had resulted in a windfall profit for his 
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company. Of course, all this increased revenue went directly into his and the 
other wide open pockets of elite investors. 


Given that these little pieces of manipulation went to finished goods with 
rusty contact prongs and in thirty percent of implant cases totally fried the 
brain of the recipient in the first twenty-four hours Mitchell was elated that 
this cheaply made piece of shit sold so well. Of course, everyone in 
Mitchell's pampered class could care less about the thirty percent of labor 
slaves who smoked from their ears in the final minutes of this horrible death 
- they were plentiful and expendable. 


Lunchtime had finally arrived! Mitchell could hardly contain his elation at 
eating his favorite dishes prepared by his personal chef. What would he have 
today? Maybe a Rib eye steak with baked potato and sour cream complete 
with a slice of homemade cherry pie to top off the perfect lunch. Just 
yesterday he ate his second favorite dish, lobster served with freshly caught 
jumbo shrimp fried to perfection. That reminded him he really must check 
into serving the labor slaves freshly caught boiled rat or other assorted 
rodents found close to the labor camps - must cut out that costly rotten 
soybean paste entirely. There really wasn't any reason to feed these 
worthless slaves such extravagant meals. His competitors had already 
eliminated the costly soybean paste in favor of the practically zero cost 
rodent meat readily available from the exploding population of rodents in 
the production zones. Cost cutting meant more cash in his pocket - damn, he 
must order his production chief to implement this change now, not 
tomorrow, but right now after he'd finished his lunch. 


At the close of another challenging day that nearly exhausted him Mitchell 
was thrilled to retire to his penthouse at the top of the MSC building. 
Moving from his desk to the elevator shaft on the wall of his office he 
lurched towards the shiny steel door. Pushing the up button he heard the 
elevator car moving in the thin shaft air by a rocket lift propelling it up to 
the ninety-ninth floor. The door swung open to reveal a stainless steel 
interior with round black handrails. Entering the elevator Mitchell pushed 
the button labeled "Penthouse". 


After about three seconds the door flew open to his inner sanctum - the 
ultimate in luxury to be found anywhere on this benighted planet. Stepping 
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onto Italian marble floors the room lit up to show couches positioned around 
his portable theater system complete with a four hundred inch plasma screen 
monitor, a first rate sound system, three open bedrooms on the far side, a 
first rate kitchen staffed by his personal chef, and a bathroom complete with 
a Jacuzzi. The bedrooms were his most entertaining architectural wonders 
because they rotated so that they could either open up to the main living area 
or seal off their interior behind a wall. 


Walking down a short flight of stairs Mitchell entered the favorite part of his 
penthouse - the swimming room. Behind a black glass, more like crystal that 
slid into the adjacent wall from his movement forward was an Olympic 
sized swimming pool filled with shimmering deep blue water. Removing his 
tailored suit, collarless shirt, black leather shoes, and socks he stepped into 
the shallow end of the pool in his Speedo swimming suit he wore every day 
to the office under his clothes. 


Having a relaxing soak for about an hour, no laps (for exercise was 
anathema to this lethargic leech) he showered in the marble tiled shower 
enclosure next to the crystalline black sliding door. His butler brought his 
pajamas which he put on after drying off with his luxurious Egyptian cotton 
bath towel. 


Moving back through the black crystal sliding door he slowly walked up the 
six steps to the upper level of his penthouse. The dining room table was 
complete with white linen, pure white cloth napkins, and finely cut crystal 
stemware with two exquisite dinners and a frightened female pleasure slave 
sitting at one end - all were waiting for his enjoyment. 


Better to soak up the gravy from society without exerting any energy. 
Enjoyment was found in the taking, the tearing from the hands of the 
suffering. These mottos gave Mitchell the strength to confront his punishing 
daily schedule. 
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The Complacent Acceptors - XV 


Where was he? It looked like it had once been a forest of trees Jim vaguely 
remembered seeing a picture of a forest when he was in school. A real forest 
image that had been displayed on the table screen with the caption "The 
Rulers conserve our environment so that it may be pillaged in the future." 
The problem was that this was a long dead forest with leafless rotting 
branches reaching hopelessly towards a cruel cloudless sky. This dead forest 
fitted nicely on the ecologically dead planet that was populated by morally 
dead people who struggled to survive within a totally dead society. Dead, 
dying, and cruelty formed a triumvirate that only brought decay and 
destruction. 


Lying on his back with his head propped up on a hard rock Jim moved his 
legs very gingerly over the dry dirt that covered this lifeless expanse for 
miles. His head felt like someone had cut through his skull, had grabbed his 
brain with both hands, and was not squeezing it with all their strength - the 
pain was unbearable. 


Jumbled thoughts coursed through his mind from a past, present, or dream 
state that he just couldn't comprehend. They were just disconnected images 
that Jim assumed were his past and present experiences with a sprinkling of 
delirium mixed in from his crippled consciousness. 


This 'waking up' not knowing how he'd ended up here or there left him with 
a feeling of helplessness, like he had no control - he was powerless in a 
system that he barely understood. These moments when he was awakened 
from his "lost time" usually meant that Jim would find abrasions, cuts, tears, 
and bruises on his body; painful reminders of his stay in this Netherworld. 
Fortunately, this time he'd returned without any abuse to his already weak, 
frail body that was a mere sack of bones with loose hanging skin. 


With his head relentlessly pounding from the base of his skull all the way to 
his forehead he decided to continue lying where he was at least for the 
moment. Jim felt that even if his head stopped its throbbing he barely had 
the strength to continue breathing yet alone get up and start hiking. When 
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his strength returned where would he hike? Why even consider hiking in any 
direction that looked like desolation all the way to the horizon? There just 
wasn't any reason to move or was there - he would just be pulled back into 
that blank unknown region anyway. 


To Jim the last few minutes of clear unobstructed, untangled thoughts 
residing in a perfect lucidity were cherished fleeting moments. Usually his 
mind just refused to cooperate after a few minutes. It would putter out like 
an old engine asked to pull more than what it was capable of handling. 
Dropping off out of consciousness Jim shook and babbled in a convulsive 
state all night until dusk shined on this broken man's stiff body. 


Blood had crusted in long lines from his ears to rest in dried up puddles 
under his head. His soiled and torn clothes; mere rags covering a used up 
piece of flesh would blow on in a hot wind after his bones became detached. 
Insects the only living creatures other than human beings still crawling on 
the surface of this third rate planet in this distant solar system out in 
nowhere would finish off what humankind started. 
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Tyranny Yawns at Daybreak 


Another day dawns on this bought and sold planetary dungeon called Earth - 
yet another morning shining with fiery promise to screw all the little people 
of the planet. All the agents of evil, promoters of deceit, blue veined 
business carnivores, legislative puppets, and king's court of sociopath 
Inquisitors are primed to tear us to pieces. 


Out on the glistening black surface of the Gulf of Mexico Sea Gulls are 
gliding down for their last morning rest on a witch's brew of chemical 
dispersants and oily syrup. The blood red sky refracts sunlight through 
layers of toxic gases in the sealed gas chamber. 


A legion of lawyers and lobbyists ready the minefields of corruption to 
inflict maximum casualties. The hired stagecoach thieves of mega 
corporations like Well Fargone are busy working the phones contacting their 
government lackeys. 


Raising his bloated head from his silk pillow a tyrant in a foreign land rests 
his hand on the silky skin of a perfectly carved concubine. Belching gases 
from last night's dinner party held in honor of his favorite instruments of 
terror this business installed Prime Minister is ready for another day. 


Cursing the cold morning air a homeless family stuffed into a beat up car 
awakens to numb limbs and empty stomachs. In the land of promises they've 
been left for dead. 


Smoke twirls towards a callous heaven on this morning of marching black 
boots. Not more than a mile from freedom fighters their tyrant has decided 
that the best cure for a sour tummy is a morning fuck of that luscious soft 
skinned peasant girl. 


Readying the barricades for another onslaught of solders a citizen removes a 


dead comrade as tears fall from his eyes. He looks up towards the rising sun 
with a steely determination. 
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Arrest our fall 
Cleanse our pain 
Invigorate our resolve 


Arm our warrior's with honor, clarity, and decency 
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Dirty Secrets Clog Everything 


Open up that dirty little book of secrets it's been years since we've had the 
opportunity to ponder all those encrusted sticky 'nasty's' compiled on every 
citizen whose ever been ejected into this cold calculating spherical mess. 
Nothing escapes the notice of our government collectors their on the scene 
right after our poor defenseless citizens are cut loose into this world. 
Records are kept on every movement, utterance, breath, speech, and most of 
all written articulation - each and every one being a potential threat to the 
state. 


It is utterly amazing but would you believe not even the business elite are 
immune from their own creation originally spurred on by their desire to 
control, manipulate, and funnel passivity across the entire populous. There 
must be thousands of counter intelligence corporate and personal secret 
collectors with endless terabits of inscrutable secret ‘entrails’ recorded within 
databases for use on the day, minute, or second when some phantom 
government drone wants to take revenge. No one attempts to confront any 
problem from any angle for fear of retribution from innumerable unknown 
dusty watchful dark corners. Do you realize they've identified through 
studies of our most complacent, compliant admirable citizens so many types 
of conformity in their behavior that each has been cataloged meticulously 
within a special database by the "Department of Truth"? Isn't it wonderful - 
nothing escapes their notice - absolutely nothing? 


Careful are the watchword of a generation and the multitude of walking 
quiet trooper citizens carrying out their daily duties in a stagnant mechanical 
stupor - fear just keeps dripping from drops across their foreheads. No one 
can predict from where their next tormentor will arise with a fistful of gooey 
secrets dredged across an imperfect human life. Stagnation of thought has 
vanquished creativity, impulsiveness, and opinion. Hell, there hasn't been 
any opinion voiced by anyone for such a long time even the concept is dead 
- actually don't understand - maybe it's a type of conformity. 


We let fear of an unknown enemy transform everyone into a potential 
enemy. No entity, corporation, individual, not even our pets are to be trusted 
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in an age where paranoia has seeped into every pore of civilization. Are we 
civilized given our constant state of fear or have we regressed to a barbaric 
incivility corrupted by brute force executed in unspeakable cruelty within 
the ‘truth prisons' run by our disfigured governments acting in our name. 


Torture is so common that school children study it to prepare them for the 
day of affliction or application. Sadism and masochism has accompanied all 
our outward daily actions given our continual desensitizing over a lifetime 
of exposure to a mean brutal cruel media, not to mention the public hangings 
of those whom the government classifies as terrorists. 

Watch your back for it is always vulnerable because someone is constantly 
looking for that soft spot of penetration where the blood will squirt out in 
gushing pumping spasmodic fountains. Rest assured there is always one 
dirty little secret that rests quietly within a government, personal, or 
corporate database waiting to be called forth to destroy or blackmail the next 
victim - there are plenty of pawns to exploit. 

We will be free when we die... 

God help us... 

What were they thinking when they started us down this path... 

Maybe they weren't thinking but just reacting... reacting... acting... 

Stop... Everything... The enemy must be everywhere... 


Where frozen in an immobility of soul and consciousness... 


Now nothing moves without fear... 
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I’m So Happy I Should Smile 


Walking through the trash covered street being extra careful to not step on 
some decaying rodent she hurried towards the corporate parking lot. She felt 
much better upon reaching the crumbling pavement of this refuge of 
immaculate spending. At least the garbage that had blown in from the streets 
was picked up daily - no dead rodents in this lot. The heat was mild on this 
June day for it was only 120 degrees Fahrenheit - an especially cool day 
today. Readying her most completely impressive smile Dana checked that it 
looked appropriately convincing in her pocket mirror. Yes, it looked quite 
perfect even though her breakfast of dark bread and water was making her 
stomach swirl and ripples of rolling sweat was flowing down her forehead. 
Dana was an expert at not exposing her inner feelings; she was far too 
careful for this dark cloudy day or her sick stomach to obscure the legal 
facts - everyday was sunny, all was opportunity, be thankful for what you 
have, all was clean and beautiful, and most of all keep giving all to those 
more fortunate than yourself. 


The closer to the door of the single floored office building she got, the 
clearer the happy calculated singing sounded. All the workers clear across 
the globe were gathered in big circles (right about now) with clammy hands 
holding the clammy hands of their fellow workers fervently looking at each 
other's big impressive smiles while gaily singing the "Corporation Anthem". 
It was amazing how such a simple little tune could transform your day from 
good to utter perfection. The words were now echoing from every location 
bouncing wonderfully off all surfaces: 


We're so thankful for the sunny blue skies 

A perfect country filled with corporate friends willing to lend a hand 
A wise government that loves its citizens 

My kind all-knowing leaders know best 


Mine is to serve with a smile, a smile 
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Smile on... 
Smile on... 


Smile on... 


All the simple, simple, smiling fixed staring givers of work 


Smile on... 
Smile on... 


Smile on... 


Today I'll work harder than yesterday 
My reward is in knowing my employer will grow 
My needs are smaller with time 


All I need is a brilliant smile 


After hearing these words passionately sung Dana felt a glow of 


contentment flow throughout her body. 


Opening the creaking door hung loosely by rusted hinges she entered the 
cavernous office. Looking around she noticed that the carpet was filled with 
holes and had many dark blotches randomly bursting forth in all directions. 
How relieved she was to smell that old familiar moldy vaporous stale air - 
she was home. So many smiling faces permanently affixed for the required 
pleasant demeanor demanded by management. Wasn't it all that negative 
karma that had infected so many laborers before the "Great Revelation"? 


199 


Now all was perpetual happiness, no unpleasant talk, troubled writing, or 
disrespectful continence's; everyone existed in a numbing sleepy painless 
state. 


Passing the white door of the "Happy Room" Dana heard the familiar 
screams of those who let a frown protrude from their fixed legal chiseled 
toothy smiles. Today was a special day for she actually passed a "Frowner" 
as he exited naked carrying the customary brown paper bag lightly filled 
with his evening's dinner. Of course she was so excited to see this excellent 
specimen of a man running out the door. Everybody new that unhappy 
people needed nothing but their own thoughts for sustenance - although she 
had seen a few corpses under a bridge or in old burned out buildings. Maybe 
they did need more than their free thoughts to live and how it must have hurt 
to release themselves from their fixated smiles. 


Since the "Corporation" was life, hope, government, food, shelter, and even 
your limited allotment of rationed sex you just gave your heart and soul to 
remain under their umbrella of sheer happiness. There wasn't any other 
existence; everything was clearly one big exuberant party. All the issues of 
old were carefully set outside your reach to be crafted by those most 
eminent purveyors of ultimate truth - even if it was a truth they kept under 
lock and key - all was splendid. You just didn't want to sleep because you 
might miss out on more proffered treats carelessly thrown your way. It kind 
of reminded Dana of how she threw chewy dog treats to Sniffles her 
obedient Poodle. Wasn't happiness just a state of mind and hers was no 
longer under her complete control anyway - how wonderfully blissful. 
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The Dangerous Blue Planet 


Turning my head skyward to face the heavens a sense of clarity pervaded 
me on this clear night. The dusk had fled quickly from behind the horizon 
just minutes ago rushing forth a screeching, howling wind out of the west - 
we all passed out from exhaustion. When morming came, we found we had 
camped upon the top of a high ravine looking down into the red hued ground 
visible from all directions. Off in the distance you could see what remained 
of our twisted crushed spacecraft resting sideways against a rock cliff. 


Something had gone terribly wrong on the decent to the planet. Our first 
clue that our lives were in jeopardy was when the master unit node of the 
computer system starting flashing bright violent bursts of colored light 
throughout the holographic display pod. With the master unit node 
malfunctioning, the redundancy control unit of the Nova Fire AI system was 
supposed to immediately shut down by transferring central control to the 
next unit node in the failsafe sequence. The transfer of control had 
successfully taken place but the NFAI system was so degraded from the 
damage we sustained in the asteroid belt that the remaining visualization 
pods also started flickering when moments later every system component 
went dark - we were headed down. After the crash shields lowered we 
became a tomb as the last rays of a red hued light were cut short to be 
replaced by emergency lighting - for some within our crew these were the 
last images they'd see. 


It had seemed like a long time when I finally lifted my head looking around 
to find that the entire upper quadrant of our ship was completely destroyed. 
Our atmosphere was rushing out of a long jagged tear over my head. Of a 
crew of ten, seven were lying in twisted, contorted positions across the 
entire inner surface with crimson blood dripping in puddles throughout the 
command deck. Was the damn planning wrong, could our trajectory have 
been skewed when we zigzagged past this or that asteroid in that field of 
death? All of our advanced technology (the envy of the universe) was 
useless when confounded by such utter failure. 


Moving my stiff neck was very painful when turned in certain positions. 
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Looking back at the shocked faces of my comrades all conveyed the 
realization that we would have a long wait on this barren desolate cinder. 
Even the "Burst Seeker" whose main purpose was to eject under its own 
power towards our home world in those situations when our 
communications link had been severed - it was in a heap off in the distance 
on the desert floor, in flames. 


Ours had been a routine mission to catalog this red planet located within a 
nondescript solar system in the outer reaches of the Milky Way galaxy - 
home to the mysterious blue planet. The mind wonders on many paths when 
time becomes so abundant - mine was moving in all directions as we waited 
for a rescue ship. Why were we told to stay clear of the blue planet? There 
had been many rumors about the place populated by a breed of primates. 
They were all taboo's that no one would even consider discussing. Still I 
wondered what could be so ominous about a place crawling with life when I 
remembered something that was conveyed to me many years ago by a trader 
in contraband plants from other worlds. 


It was a rumor so unbelievable it must have been true since no one would 
ever have fabricated something so incomprehensible - they killed their own 
kind. Of course it does come from a very unreliable source a trader who was 
at the time engaged in some black-market illegal transshipping of a rare 
plant from this planet. This trader said that while waiting for his contact's 
ship (in some remote forest) he'd tied into the information sources 
(something called the Web, and a cable news network) of this place. I 
remember the terror on his face when he conveyed the horrors that occurred 
on this barbaric planet. Supposedly, these primates were engaged in; wars of 
destruction and death with their own kind, destroying their planets 
ecosystem, hording riches while others died in starvation, and willfully 
disrupting the entire planetary Economy for the personal benefit of a few. 
Granted, it must be a fantasy concocted by a bored, tired space trader having 
to roam the cosmos for long stretches that obviously allow amble time to let 
his imagination run wild, but we'll never know now, given that a 'code red' 
status has recently been issued outlawing all non-military travel to this 
tempting alluring blue jewel. 


One fact did standout very starkly - the reports in the media of a 'civilizing 
team' being sent on a mission to this mystery planet only lend credence to 
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this story. I also recall hearing from a friend in the military that attempts to 
bring order to this world of disorder, conflict, and greed was meeting with 
little success - possibly just another farfetched tale. He said they were even 
having an extremely difficult time instilling a sense of community in this 
dangerous species of primate - hard to believe isn't it. If the rumor about 
them killing each other wasn't true then why did the 'civilizing team' use the 
word dangerous to describe this bipedal species in the media report I'd 
heard? Clearly, there must be some validity to this rumor no matter how 
farfetched it seems. 


203 


The Last Word of Freedom Leaving a Spark of 
Action 


Hot white light glares in your face, the entire room flares in its brilliance, 
spitting your humanity out in an antiseptic solution. Just focus on the far 
wall you tell yourself, for the duration dances before your eyes in a blurred 
continuum. Looking down why are the hands tied to the chair - they seem to 
exist outside the body. Such a struggle it's been, how can anyone compare 
the experience to anything but an assault on the soul? A few days must have 
evaporated within this place. 


Wasn't it my own fault for expressing views any views for it is said that one 
is just allotted work, comprehension, awareness is a luxury afforded the 
"Captors". These "Captors" how they've instructed all of us in 
accomplishing our labor in the most efficient fashion - nothing else will 
suffice. Such a simple innocent utterance but how could anyone not come 
afoul of the "Captors" "Instruction Cells" - most of us corporate cog's have 
fallen into this trap. It happens so innocently - desire is even more brightly 
colored with emotion than some of the other more dangerously skillful 
words used to communicate with others. 


Sometimes we'd force a "quiet time" by drinking enough Whiskey to 
quickly slip out of consciousness better than to mistakenly pass across the 
lips a value contrary to the "Captors". None of us could possibly be 
cognizant of every wise belief or carefree wisdom of every soiled "Captor" - 
blurring into a stupor is just safer. Letting the lips go limp or numb allows a 
complete peace of mind given only creaks from a room may then be heard. 
It is said the "Captor's" jealously guard their prerogative to power and truth 
within a world that they've created. Maybe not created with their own hands 
just a knife sliced painful course of service that all of us traverse. 


When we lost control of our governments they came raiding in a swarm of 
shapes down the hills not to kill but to vent their frustration. They've never 
been satisfied with skill only obedience. Skill presents a dilemma for these 
movers among dark passages for it represents a trait they will never be able 
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to grab. The easy freedom that we let them build up for themselves at our 
expense pushed us not only further into material but psychological poverty. 


Many-sided faces of destitution tear at our inner being during our short time 
racing towards our screeching stop. We're not allowed to breathe past a 
certain age because it is felt by the "Captors" that even in this wisdom 
tortured world some of it would invariably leak from the plentiful corners of 
existence. Therefore at the age of 50 we are exterminated, our breath is 
literally sucked through vacuum tubes - no chance of a last minute voice 
escaping to disrupt the steady hum of efficient evil. Only for some special 
professions is this rule relaxed but absolute quiet has always prevailed in the 
past - no need for concern. Today is a not so special day for me for only 1- 
day remains in my nurtured obedience to my "Captors”. 


My little surprise has been long in the making - a steady mental chant to 
keep it memorized even during my frequent visits to the "Instruction Cells" 
over the many years - luckily my demeanor has always torn from a 
rebellious tattered cloth. Moving placidly down the "Last Breath Path" mine 
will not be an act of pious quiet subservience to the demons. Is it possible 
that the "Captors' aren't even aware of my temperament they surely would 
pull up all the red flags of warning. In the queue my time passes one loss at 
a time until it is my tum. Facing the "Last Breath Chamber" a building 
hatred starts coursing through my veins until my body trembles. So many 
have waited before me and are now gone - whiff goes their air sucked out 
like their lives expended for the complete fulfillment of our "Captors". No 
one screams, yells, or fights they just cower along with their backs bent. 
Anticipation builds within me, for I'm only too aware that my message will 
be the first communication passed to my fellow citizens in over 50 years. 


When the "Recorder" asks for my number - a very special number given my 
occupation, therefore it will be broadcast across the airwaves. 


My message erupts... "Citizens stand up for your freedom". Whisk goes the 
air from my lungs but my lips crease upwards in a smile - my first and last. 
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One More Cry of Anguish from the Lost 
Citizens 


Cries of anguish, screams of pain emanating from the torn people in their 
dirty hole ridden clothes could be heard above the loudspeaker of applause 
meant for the careful propagandists. Fights always broke out between 
individuals in perhaps the only act of singular freedom afforded - the 
conflict for survival. When the bread bits were thrown out across the crowd 
of the citizen serfs there were a few who attempted to extend their meager 
lives by a few more days by expending energy to tear the crumbly stale bits 
from other nameless dying scarecrows. Ours had become a duty to serve 
both employers who'd resorted to imposing a 20-hour workday and a 
government that had remained calcified with the same stern faces of evil just 
more aged with every year. 


The helicopters finally came roaring over our heads bellowing blowing 
warnings of immediate dispersal. Every now and then a thump was heard, 
looking upon the faces nearby the terrified eyes could finally be detected. 
Sliding your gaze down, you'd see that a red crimson had erupted across the 
chest covering up dirty stains shaking in uncontrollable last quivers until 
still. In fact, each year the dirty stains had spilled on the very fabric of our 
country - we were now alone, completely forgotten in this time of hate. 


Between the chopper roar and the loudspeaker screeching higher and higher 
to drown out the oozing pain of thousands one just became numb. Having 
experienced this heartless bug like scurrying existence until it became 
normal to live in an abnormal world gushing with 'selves' who ruled for the 
pleasure of the few you just became passive. How many hours had I spent in 
the 'scurry of adulation’ required by every taskmaster whom we slaved. Just 
expose your face pitiful though it may be to the rulers while they paraded 
down the central square. Don't worry, at least they'd provide the canned 
applause (we'd become too undependable for hearty sounds in our depleted 
state even under threat of execution) - if lucky you might catch one of those 
bread bits, you might even survive the grab. 
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After draining our governments of resources for their corporate master's 
gluttonous addictions our 'body snatched’ government representatives cut all 
spending on programs that benefited those who lived regular dull predictable 
lives - I think that was us. Why leave nothing but the husk of a government, 
it had outlived its purpose, illusion was no longer necessary in a world that 
had unmasked the business invaders who'd come from within. 


Off to the barracks we were now marching in a rickety unison some 
dropping along the way only to be scooped up by the metal scrapers and 
dumped into the rusty metal crates dripping with a sticky gooey blood. 
Whatever happened we were all aware of the need to move faster when the 
command came blasting from above - undignified death was everywhere 
just waiting to extend its black gloved hand. 


Shuffling, one foot grinding across the rocky road while the other painfully 
followed, barrack 102348 emerged from the gray black streaked air. Its 
rotten wood roof was symbolic of the decay that had gripped our 
government after the consciousness of the people had been extinguished 
upon an altar of greed. After choosing to stumble along in the gutter for 
another 8 years blindly following an executioner of dreams and essential 
programs nothing more could be gleaned from an emaciated government. 
An articulate brilliant carrier of the future was rejected for a white haired 
paragon of the past. 


Now those in power faithfully pursued us down a path of destruction 
prodded along by their lust for absolute decadent satisfaction of every 
imagined vice. They'd let an evil host sink its fangs into their jugular to suck 
every drop of humanity from their agitated bodies - their souls had already 
wasted into the black soot filled sky. I remembered I'd once had hope now 
the constant cruelty left me cleansed with pain. It was a pain we all died 
remembering. 
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Production Camps Built Upon Tumor of Greed 


White light cut across the bleak black night bending an arc of painful 
remembrance on everything it touched. We were crowded around a fire 
started from scrapes dug and scavenged from a ground long stomped upon. 
The blocks of pavement pointing at angles towards a hopeless heaven were 
scattered around weeds that had grown through the remnants of civilization. 


There was nothing civilized of what remained only the heartless bleak souls 
of those who used the word civil to describe their reign of power corrupted 
by hate. They were the grandchildren of those who had covertly taken 
control of lives that had once belonged to something grander than their sheer 
self-interests. The passing light once again moved across the littered 
landscape searing across a scene to horrible to comprehend - each pass 
revealed a glittering barbed wire barrier reflecting from here to there where 
transient lives died slowly. 


Those inside worked for masters that corrupted the conception of humanity, 
ripping it with animal desires, cravings, and cruelty. A cruelty that knew no 
bounds practiced daily by these 'free market’ priests bent upon shoving a 
product through production regardless of cost in lives, limbs, and human 
spirit - nothing mattered but what they could glean in money like dew licked 
up with drooling mouths ready to lash out with snapping jaws at anything. 


When one of the cheap foreigners that they brought in was completely used 
up, the gate opened and his soiled disheveled body few through the dirty air 
gliding across razor posts until its thump was heard in the outside ditch. No 
longer of use to the masters his decaying body was added to an 
accumulation of human refuse that sent up a putrid odor attracting vultures 
from the surrounding area to feed. The vultures seemed to be of kindred 
heart to the masters because some had been captured, becoming pets that the 
masters carried in large cages on their journeys across the camp. 


In the early days the masters would over stock their human warehouses 
filling them to the brim with foreign wretches who were unfortunate to be 
regarded as the ultimate cheap labor slave. Equalizing their labor pools in 
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accordance with the proverb of ‘globalization’ the cheap labor slave would 
either be consumed in his low cost country or torn from family to work 
towards a certain death within the labor camps in a former developed 
country. The masters could always be heard faithfully chanting at noon - 
"better to have more than necessary in order to use without care". An 
exercise of control over each animal resource made for a docile compliant 
labor slave - they were far from home and family completely dependent 
upon their masters. All the masters required was a place to deposit their 
receptacle - their church (camp) of evil that oozed production at the cost of 
immeasurable human pain. Nothing mattered because theirs was an 
existence encapsulated in a hole that swallowed them in an excretion of 
greed - it had made them into deviants living on a gamblers addiction. 


Raiders were now moving in a pounding surge beyond the hill to the north - 
a fight between rival camps could be discerned in the cries of those falling 
victim to the newly installed razor posts that were erupting from the ground. 
Like medieval castles, battles would occur regularly in order to take what 
could no longer be sold. No one remained who could buy - we who were not 
working had long ago been starved of income. Those working were fed and 
clothed but nothing more. Before disposal the clothing was shorn from the 
bodies of those who'd been consumed - all that the masters understood was 
to work them till they died - the day when they'd been completely 
transformed into skeletons with joints bloated into malformed knots. A 
replacement was always to be had from the human warehouse - a stinking 
rusting hollow shell at the back of the camp shrouded in screams and 
clawing sounds from those who realized their fate. Their own kind would 
drag them from the building pulling them through the sharp rusty steel door 
tearing skin and leaving blotches of blood attached to rotting meat. 


Time to cover ourselves with the tarp; a cloud of poison emissions is drifting 
below the full moon - soon to be upon us. We must breathe slowly under our 
tarp when it passes. Such is the world we're left. The entire planet is the 
exclusive dumping ground of the corporate masters. Water flows with an 
eerie glow in streams lined with garbage purged from the camps. We drink 
with trepidation, realizing each drop pushes us closer to a contorted painful 
death. It was a death that had been coming earlier and earlier - we no longer 
survived past twenty-five. 
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The masters continued to practice their economic religion against the relief 
of a blighted scared planet. No longer human beings, we've become animals 
awaiting extinction around a shrinking pool of tepid water. We no longer 
bother to tell the tale of our once beautiful past before the tumor of greed 
spread like wildfire. 
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We Are All Walking Dead, Even Our Rulers 


Yesterday all the labor-slaves attended the annual "Love Our Crispy World" 
gala. Like years past the "Anointed-Ones" from "Transnational Corporate 
Central" were on hand to extol the benefits of donning the color-free all 
black "Model-Z Survival Suit" used when working outside the dome. Those 
of us inside the "Ruler Dome" could not understand why every corporate 
master felt obligated to attend this year's festivity. Maybe they were going to 
make some big announcement like the time when oil extraction doubled 
allowing all those with royal status to burn-through 100% more fossil fuel. 
Just like the planet, the economy for ivory-tower dwellers was red-hot. 


The "Anointed-Ones" in the royal caste depended upon relentless 
consumption by the majority population to prop up their phony economy so 
they could continue to leach enough out of the system to buy more islands, 
planes, ships, and other toys. Most of the world slaved for sixteen hours a 
day so they could purchase their required amount of junk on endless credit - 
all of it never even used - just sent straight to the bottom of the ocean. The 
"Anointed-Ones" had a motto: "Live for the moment - bum up enjoyment 
from end to end". But in this gated, sealed-off society, only the 1% rulers 
experienced this gush of pleasure. Ninety-Nine percent of the inhabitants of 
our world were excluded from enjoying the fruits of their labors. Even if 
they could, this rabid form of consumerism was unsustainable. The proof lay 
outside the domes, a planet that had already died under the weight of the 
current and previous consumption frenzies. 


Community, what little humanity we had, and the atmosphere of our once 
beautiful planet were long ago sent into the vacuum of space. Those of us in 
the 99% - the unrepresented majority who did not have lobbyists at our 
beck-and-call were experiencing the onslaught of an absolute tyranny by the 
few grabbing desperately at our throats so they could eke out each day's 
pillage wrung from our toil. Obedience of the many was essential to the 
parasites' equation of economic and environmental strip-mining in support 
of their insatiable urge to acquire wealth, spend frivolously, and indulge in 
the most obscene debaucheries. Our job, those of us in the bottom-rungs of 
this dead-end society, was to work feverishly, never question "The System", 
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reproduce to replace burned-out thirty-somethings, and slop up all the 
propaganda that "The System" could plop in the media trough. 


You just went along knowing that today or tomorrow the entire red hot 
wasted planet would utter a last death gurgle. Most species were already 
gone. Bees essential for pollination were only among a handful of creatures 
large and small the masters believed necessary enough to spend their orgy 
money on to save. That is if you called a few thousand bees existing in 
domed enclosures a successful act of environmental conservation. 


Outside the domes, there was nothing. Not a shred of grass, ant, fly, or 
microbe wiggled, crawled, or flew on the 300+ degree Fahrenheit surface. 
Hotter than hell, maybe even hell was cooler for those of us in the work- 
gangs chained to our cubicles and factory slots would find out soon enough 
the temperature variant between the biblical and our current version of 
Hades. Some even theorized that with the monthly 5 degree increase in 
temperature we would surely exceed even the extremes of Dante's last level. 


Now was not the time to fret over all "Those Details" - just work and 
pretend you were happy for that was how our ruler's wanted the grand 
facade of insanity to proceed. Making waves and questioning was a sure fire 
way to get your ass thrown out into the "Great Incinerator" to be crispy fried 
simultaneously from the inside by gamma-rays and the outside by the 
searing flames of a world riotously heading to oblivion. Just keep your 
mouth shut, work your lousy life out to its pitiful conclusion, copulate like a 
rabbit, eat the ground up remains of the dead, and play along with the castle 
idiots fantasy that all was well in their happy kingdom. 


Coming to the end of the line - getting close to entering that great 
production-line in the sky it all seems like such a waste, a big-fat filled bowl 
of mush that no one ate up with gusto. It reminds me of the time my mouth 
was awash with not the bland ground up pulp but a piece of gristle that 
missed the grinder. Possibly a hardened part of muscle from the forearm of 
an overworked factory slave, but boy was it filled with flavor. 


Color, flavor, all the senses were purposely deadened by the "Anointed- 
Ones", that is except the sexual desire, constantly exposed to pornography 
even when working turned most "Toilers" into sex fiends who did more 
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passionate drilling than sleeping. That being the only pleasure - not so much 
for the gals who popped kids out like cheap rejects speeding down an 
assembly line - most of us just "Mounted-and-Thrusted" anywhere, like the 
cattle we had become. 


A few months ago #7543322 dropped to the factory floor with a thud. 
Usually the "Refuge Extractors" immediately scrape the dead or dying right 
up into their steel arms crushing bones and internal organs. This time the 
"RG" did not show up to dispose of the organic garbage. No annoying 
screams would come from this still living "Wastage". We all missed out on 
the gore oozing from the blood-dripping body rising over the metallic head 
of the "RG" as it dropped its catch into the huge vinegar filled bin these 
monsters dragged along behind their mechanical bodies. Our shift had ended 
just when the "RG" went on the fritz. 


Gathering my dirty lunch rag encrusted with years of slime wiped from my 
mouth and more than ready to escape for an hour of grinding that damned 
"Goner" motioned to me. He wanted me to come closer. Getting down on 
my knees positioning an ear near his gurgling spittle covered lips at first 
there was this sound like the rushing of air coming out of a balloon then my 
ears made out: "We are all walking dead, even our rulers." No one ever 
uttered the obvious - except for this "Goner". Maybe that was why the 
"RGs" swiftly came out of there holes to clean up the "Goners" who became 
just more "Wastage" on a planet pilfered away by rotten 1% capitalist pigs - 
for the powerful never want those who they rule over with impunity to start 
asking questions - like why they must exist only to serve others. 


Final Days of Humanity 


Scanning the horizon the hunter glided over the terrain barely touching the 
blades of grass wet with morning dew. It was a typical start to the day with 
the temperature hovering around 150 degrees Fahrenheit. The humidity was 
a pleasant hundred percent. This allowed the plants to cling to their prized 
water droplets longer than on a dryer day. 


On the horizon were the gray concrete windowless headquarters of the super 
banks. Guards walked atop the barbed wire walls that kept the rift raft out of 
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the easy living central core reserved for precious global manipulators. Those 
on the outside were relegated to live with the aftereffects of the tri- 
governmental monstrosity. Consisting of these banking megaliths, lobbyist 
intermediaries, multinational businesses, and governmental hacks who 
massaged the rusty gears of autocracy the system was an efficient perfectly 
tuned machine of pillage and destruction. 


Hunters were everywhere. They were the last defense of the gold totting 
crowd. Holed up behind their impenetrable wall these descendants of 
bankers, investors, government stooges, and business executives were the 
amoeba drained from a cesspool long ago forgotten. Concentrated refuse 
from a short-term oriented oligarchic dynasty these squash brains ruled with 
the finesse of sadistic brutes. 


Lapping against the shoreline was the toxic ocean that merged with other 
poisonous dead waters. Now days few troublemakers could be found 
scouring the beaches for rotten carcasses. Most had long ago collapsed on 
patches of sand or dirt, been picked at by vultures, and left to contribute 
their bleached white bones to the piles that lined the shoreline. When the 
piles started heaping up in small hills that obstructed the view of the 
pleasure kings they’d send out bone-collectors that would crawl to these 
sites to scoop up the remains. 


Further down this rotten patch of an otherwise miserable planetary test tube 
were the equally noxious factories run by the Orient tribes. Not many 
emerged from there cavernous bellies only those who no longer served their 
master’s needs. Gigantic smokestacks spewed thick black soot filled with 
combinations of poisons that would stump a chemist if one could be found. 


Universities were no longer needed in a world that had been devoid of ideas, 
promise, and hope way past the ‘shelf-life’ of decaying memories. Anyway, 
the princely crowd resting their fat asses on their fluffed up pillows inside 
the wall were ravenously gobbling up the few remaining resources. These 
princely dynasties spread their gangrenous sores too any rare healthy bud 
daring to bring legitimacy to a cinder long ago erased from sentient 
contemplation. Intent upon perpetuating the wastage of all that surrounded 
them their course was set on autopilot. 
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Mush brained grunters who’d abandoned coherent language because it was 
deemed too much work, just a painful exercise of the lips lounged their lives 
out like oversized sloths dreading the effort of each breath. They’d not left a 
single piece of literature, art, or other important contribution that wasn’t the 
byproduct of a sensational overvalued lump of tripe. Gone were the 
passionate dabbling’s in the either of the broad unknown. 


Only the charcoal pits beckoned. At least their final resting place wasn’t 
going to be commingled with those nonentities rambling on their shores or 
with the labor slaves who produced the junk that ultimately wound up at 
bursting dumps. Mutant rats and voracious vultures were the only 
beneficiaries of this twisted primate species. 


Reviewing the annals of the Galactic Assimilation Registry we’ve found 
absolutely no justification for enlightening this degenerative race. 


So why was there such a furor over not contacting these sentient beings 
before they’d chiseled their destiny to the rock of extinction? Possibly it’s 
because prior to slipping into uncontrolled decadence they had promise. 
They were only two of the rare primate tree capable of fusing celestial 
inspiration with boisterous passion. If only they had utilized these gifts to 
benefit the many instead of the few. 
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Staggering to the Six-By-Six 


Leaving on the tube was not the problem. There were many empty seats at 
this late hour. Not that it mattered to Logan. His fiery taste of hell was 
across the newly declared border in Glasgow. 


Last week started without much fanfare. A few stragglers lounged outside 
his building when he left for lunch but this was typical. Not much remained 
for these older citizens to do except loiter around businesses that weren’t 
closed. Anyway, they didn’t last long. Most were scooped up the next 
morning by the “Scavenger Rakes”. Rumors were rampant these days. The 
latest tale to make the rounds of the dispossessed was like all the rest. All of 
them were focused on finding tiny morsels of food and surviving the “Burn 
Hour” close to occupied buildings. This just guaranteed a good morning’s 
Scoop. 


Compound fractures were the aliment most prevalent in Logan’s patients. 
They may be the privileged class but they were also slowly starving. Most of 
their paltry income went to the “Energy Consortium” a mega-multinational 
firm setup by oil industry lobbyists back before the “Big Fry”. Just to keep 
their sleeping closets cooled to a bearable ninety-five degrees the majority 
of citizens handed over more than 2/3’s of their paychecks to the 
Consortium. 


Housing was long ago demolished in favor of closet blockhouses that could 
better withstand the daily wind vortexes. They were also more energy 
efficient with only a few square feet to keep cool. Each cell had a mist 
shower, vacuum toilet, sink, drop bed, chair, and table. There was only room 
for an average sized occupant. Fortunately most citizens were now no taller 
than five and a half feet. A poor diet devoid of most essential vitamins had 
exacted a serious toll. The human race was degenerating both mentally and 
physically. 


Water was also in short supply. The rains stopped almost thirty years ago. 
Desalinization was draining the oceans just to supply the trickle that came 
out of full-bore open faucets. 
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Mist showers were a marvel of technology that saved many billions of 
gallons of reclaimed water. Having thousands of microscopic jets you could 
step into the enclosure and almost immediately be dripping wet over your 
entire body. Pushing a button inside the shower after your quick dowse 
released a burst of anti-bacterial skin tingling chemicals. Eyes must be 
closed tightly or you’d stumble out blind. If you still had your sight the last 
step was the close contact vacuum that sucked up the chemicals that had 
already bound to all the particulates now dancing wildly in the glistening 
drops. 


A new addition to the chemical burst was a fungicide that would kill most of 
the many varieties of fungus flourishing on this dead world. Logan was 
treating more and more cases of fungus poisoning. When the trees died they 
lay on the ground for years blowing off into dust from extreme winds let 
loose from a dying planet. Many burned leaving ash to accumulate that also 
became a vector for new forms of bacteria, viruses, and a proliferation of 
even more deadly fungi. 


Written more than a decade ago a now forgotten philosopher broached the 
question: “Why do we struggle to endure this torturous existence?” What 
was odd is that this was asked back in the “Better-Days” when there was 
still a semblance of a livable environment. The end-days hadn’t yet been 
reached — real food was still being harvested in climate controlled 
greenhouses. Now this question is on the parched lips of everyone you meet. 
Cannibalism just doesn’t inspire much humanity. It is utterly impossible to 
even grow a weed. Not a single species of animal is left to suffer with their 
masters. 


Miles stood between those who forecasted our doom. Now that it is too late, 
not even a tear is adequate to convey the shocking daily vision. Worse yet is 
the hopelessness. Tired beyond comprehension the body just withers to a 
mere skeleton. Winding back the clock is no longer an option. There are no 
options. Death visits regularly. Even the ‘corporate bleeders’ face the same 
extinction — theirs is just a prolonged staggering to the six-by-six. 
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Polluted Mega Corrupt Dying Planet 


Today the sky was a dark gray but at least the air was breathable, not like 
yesterday when we were forced to wear our air masks. Reports are coming 
from down on the coast that the oily seawater has seeped into another fresh 
water aquifer. Water, drinkable, potable water is now forecasted to last for 
only ten more years - humanity has frayed its lifeline beyond repair, we're 
doomed. 


Read somewhere online that this is the fiftieth anniversary of the last flight 
of the Space Shuttle Columbia. Don't understand how that has any bearing 
on our desperate existence but maybe it's mothballing was the demarcation 
line between the progressive society and our present regressive global 
corporate authoritarianism. 


Linn died today after she lost her battle with one of the many super bug 
bacteria strains that has flourished in our planet's toxic biosphere. She was a 
good friend of mine; my wife Diana loved her frequent visits. It hurt her 
even more then me - her death had been slow and excruciatingly painful. 
Praying at her bedside we asked that she be transported from this hell to her 
rightful place in heaven. Our anguish rushes out in spasms, filling this void, 
our wasteland with pain; this place of cheap life - cheaper lies. 


Went to the aquarium a few weeks ago to look at the digital images of the 
sea life we killed off - had to leave before we'd seen the entire exhibit. They 
say this happens a lot to older folks who still possess vivid memories of all 
the creatures that had swam in our oceans before we poisoned them. We 
rushed from the place crying - very embarrassing. Maybe some supreme 
being out there beyond our soup of deadly gases can forgive us but most 
don't believe this is possible. 


The wondrously corrupt government put up another of those cameras this 
time inside our yard. It is understood; at least by all patriotic justice minded 
citizens that our government of the corporate interests can never be too 
careful at rooting out those citizens on the verge of becoming terrorist types. 


218 


They seem to use that "terrorist" word for just about any crime that 
negatively affects the vested interests of the ruling clan. Of course, we all 
know that this is code, for the bought and sold interests who rule over us, 
these masters, are ever so fearful of their slaves ‘biting’ their leg. Heaven 
forbid, the bit could be fatal - you can never be too sure what diseases we've 
contracted outside the protective shells. 


On the outside of the Environ Seals we're exposed to all the shit that the 
mega corporations have ‘excreted’ over the innumerable decades in their race 
towards the pinnacle of power, decadence, corruption, and unlimited 
pilfered loot. Us low life's aren't allowed inside the Environ Seals because 
we're expendable workers; citizens of no consequence. 
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Red Glow 


Fading against the azure sky of our dying planet the burning ball ignited 
more remnants of the living. Night was no longer dark but a glowing red. 
Dust swirled in eddies on the crisp tortured landscape. Fire our ever-present 
demon was wasting all that is now brown - natural green had been erased 
from humankind's memory. 


Air is now a thin stale reminder of sealed smoke filled rooms. With no trees 
alive to replenish our atmosphere with fresh oxygen we're left to struggle for 
each breath. 


Most of our species waits in quiet solitude; we've lost all hope in a future 
that would include us. Precious tears flow down cracked wind burnt faces - 
the faces of the condemned. 


Water rations have been cut again. Great oceans used to lap against lush 
continents teaming with life. They've evaporated. Some of our more 
accurate records not tainted by multi-national corporate/government 
propaganda indicate we lost these treasures thirty years ago. No water 
remains anywhere on the planet. We've been recycling our wastewater but 
over time it also vanishes before our eyes. 


Long past the point of desperation we just watch the burning ball rise in the 
morning and fall in the evening. We're numb, no emotion remains, our lips 
are fixed with pain; we know our fate. 


No child has been born for over eighty years - to much suffering, why 
expose those with bright promising eyes to a world doomed to liquidation. 
Rusty reminders of their hopeful play litter the cracked ground. 


With no progeny our scraggly race of degenerates is down to a few hundred 
who are chronicling our destruction. Ours is a story of complacency; we 
sanctioned our planet's destruction, the murder of life perpetrated by a few 
greedy sociopaths - we accepted the death of our beautiful home. 
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How can words express our combined sorrow? We let it happen. Now we 
will soon leave this treasure that we called Earth realizing that it's clear air, 
pleasant cool evenings, brilliantly white winters, crystal clear aqua colored 
waters, towering snowcapped mountains, lush green forests, and abundant 
beasts, fish, & foul have been blown to dust by our thoughtless pillage. We 
were all to blame there were no blameless. 


Those who sat idly by while large business combines corrupted the moral 
fabric of our society in the interests of their own self-centered interests are 
to blame. Those who ignored every factual report that predicted ecological 
disaster are to blame. Those who ignited misinformation to assist the ill 
begotten excessive profits of a few powerful world controllers so they could 
continue to rape the planet for that additional private plane, yacht, castle, or 
hip bound lobbyist are to blame. Those who burned gasoline in rolling 
planet killers spewing carbon out of huge tailpipes are to blame. Those that 
supported a cheap labor "free market global economy" that dumped cheaper 
and cheaper product trash onto the marketplace that had to be replaced 
sometimes yearly are to blame. No we're all to blame, my parents and 
grandparents especially. 


My tears drip in my quiet solitude down my ashen death painted face. 


We are the hundred or so who've decided to leave this warning to any 
passersby that happen to land on this planet of sorrows. A terrible wrong 
was committed in the name of money that can never be rectified - it's now 
too late. 


Dumping toxins in our waters, clear cutting thousands of old growth forests, 
the destruction of entire ecosystems, the pumping of tons of carbon into the 
once clean air by coal fired power plants, and all the other destructive 
practices of a species devoid of a conscious let alone practical sense doomed 
us to an executioners final gasp. 


Those who walked before us only to drop hard on the lifeless rocky ground 
were emaciated skeletons with bore-holed eyes of hopelessness. 


This was the early years when the last children were carrying clubs that they 
used to beat they're weaker parentless peers over the head with in a 
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degenerate fit of survival - they'd resorted to cannibalism earlier than the 
adults. 


Those who'd lost their morality committed savage acts of rape, killing, and 
torture. Hopelessness bred a rootless society of granite callousness that 
accepted any act of degenerate poison. Therefore cannibalism was the least 
of the despicable tragedies committed by our contaminated souls. 


Forests once covered large expanses of the land but they were wiped out and 
turned into muddy lifeless bogs. Rainforests that supported the most 
profound diversity of life found in any region were left exposed to a beating 
tropical heat. Unsheltered the moisture rich soil evaporated leaving clumps 
of broken worthless topsoil - that is the topsoil that hadn't blown away or 
runoff into the ocean. Hypocrisy ruled the day with multitudes of the most 
adapt spin experts praising all the virtue less contaminated souls whose 
efforts resulted in the land rape. 


No effort was to disgusting for those special doctors of capital fiction who 
buttered the pole that was used expertly to force the average citizen into a 
very difficult position. Power held with every punishing thrust left a grimace 
of pain on those of us who attempted to stop the trashing of our planet. 
These contaminated souls some lawyers, most lobbyists, and others just 
lower level bile sucking leaches would beg to be on the frontlines of the 
fight against their fellow citizens. 


Most of the citizens of this time had but a single desire, to enjoy a modest 
standard of living in harmony with their environment. This simplicity was at 
odds with the mega businesses that came to pillage. No clean, clear, and 
uncorrupt thought had ever graced the princes of the ivory towers. 


Only a few out of a burgeoning population that had reached into the billions 
spoke up or took action against those who came to raze. The criminal gang 
that orchestrated the global business/government razing of income and 
natural resources from our fragile planet used every means at their disposal 
to silence those who fought their tyranny. 


For it was a tyranny, a tyranny of forced acceptance - just accept you're 
apportioned thrust of the buttered pole in silence. Just let the pirates pillage 
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you're neighborhood, town, village, jobs in the name of cheaper labor, 
natural resources, and whatever they fervently deemed reasonable per their 
book of ultra-capitalist dogma. 


How dare you question the selectively appointed intelligentsia that these 
business pirates carried in their back pockets like spare change? No one 
challenged what they knew deep down to be wrong because they'd been 
brainwashed into believing that their thoughts were meaningless drivel 
compared to the anointed professors of multi-national business thought. 


Even when the swarms of bug's descended upon our cities after an especially 
oppressive summer these legions of expert opinion took their payoffs as they 
fitfully swatted bugs from their satisfied lips that worked furiously to spill 
concocted lies; all is well they told us, this was just a natural circadian 
rhythm even though no record existed of this 'normal' infestation. Before 
long these 'normal' in-flight infestations were transformed into a new normal 
that we tolerated. Toleration over time was a slippery slope that led us to the 
intolerable. 


If we could only be granted the wisdom that we now have, the knowledge, 
the certainty of our convictions that we now possess, the intolerance of 
injustice that we wasted, just maybe we could have averted the extinction of 
our species. 


What we failed to realize was that every frittered second was a lost 
opportunity that brought us closer to a blazing fiery torch, a pitiless baking 
of humankind in a deep fryer innocuously called "Global Warming". If we'd 
only realized the depth of our loss; the loss of all living creatures, the loss of 
all the promise that could have been humankind, the loss of our majestically 
beautiful world - so tragic is our realized loss no words can adequately 
describe the pain we feel now. 


This document is our attempt to convey this loss, it is our testimony to the 
single most profound tragedy that could warp any society of sentient beings 
- please continue to read our warning, don't let your future slip through your 
hands. Those seeking profit in the short-term should never trash the 
environment for future generations. 
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At this very moment outside our dirty hovel that where powering with the 
last working generator in an attempt to write this document the wind is 
howling at two-hundred kilometers per hour. Our hovel is constructed of 
two-meter thick solid concrete with an airtight seal engaged for just these 
types of "burning dust storms". A mere breath of this dust would fry our 
lungs to a crisp in a few seconds; we're all acutely aware that this chamber 
will eventually become our tomb. 


It's hard to convey just how inhospitable our environment is but during our 
writing of this document we'll relate to you a few daily events over these last 
remaining days of our lives that should ‘bring home’ how the end would 
come for those who don't heed our warning. 


All of us agree that complacency is the ultimate enemy. If left to spread 
through independent minded individuals it will over time intellectually 
incapacitate an entire society turning it into an amorphous mass of Jell-O. 
You never see it coming for it sneaks up behind you promising to rid society 
of discord when all it does is eliminate thoughtful discourse. Beware of this 
peaceful state of accepted 'mind mush’ because it is analogous to turning on 
the gas jets of your range in a closed room without lighting them - sure 
you'll fall into a peaceful sleep but it will also be your last. 


When people begin to block out reality because it is too harsh to 
contemplate they have crossed the fine line from stable logic based 
reasoning into an unstable unreality that guarantees societal stasis. The 
societal sub-system then falls into a state of stasis that cannot exist within a 
dynamic ever-changing universe; it is doomed to extinction. It is therefore 
imperative that reality remains the touchstone that all members of a 
community base their actions upon - any other measure is illusory. 


We had many within our community that adhered to their alternate universe 
of pleasant outcomes right up to their last blue faced gasp of oxygen 
depleted air. They just refused to acknowledge that humankind could ever 
become extinct; it just wasn't even possible, somehow these ultra-optimists 
believed that humankind was allotted a special place among all known 
species, we could warp all our information away from straight-line reality 
and still escape the consequences. 
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These believers in the impossible couldn't comprehend that humankind had 
to play by the same rules of survival as other species and that we weren't 
ordained special or exempt from the consequences of our actions. 


ok OK OK 


My name is John, I've been elected by the others to tell my story because it 
is equally tragic - it is representative of all our lives, of our loss. I was born 
to an upper middle class family in Iowa City, Iowa during the "Great 
Floods" that left most of the city submerged. 


Father was a professor of Climatology at the University of Iowa. Mother 
kept the home clean, tutored both my sister & me, cooked, and read 
constantly so that she could be father's intellectual sparring partner. It was a 
testament to mother's mental capabilities that she was able to meet dad head 
on regardless of the subject that he'd decided to immerse in for the month. 
This was no easy task for mom since dad was the unrecognized preeminent 
mind of what was to be our last century. 


For better or worse we'd ended up in Iowa not out of any first choice on the 
part of mom or dad, it just happened, circumstances aligned to deposit us 
smack in the heartland of the United States. 


In a fairer more equitable world that valued competence over fluffy box 
thinkers dad would have been the acknowledged leader in any field he'd set 
out to make his domain but you have to understand this wasn't a world that 
was fair or rooted in reality. This was a world run by a pack of smooth 
talking incompetent takers so here we were in a place that rained too much, 
had far too many bugs, dusty back roads, arctic winters, and no spectacular 
scenery. But what it had in proliferation was competent, mostly quiet, 
relatively friendly people that didn't have any difficulty in recognizing 
reality; this was very unusual in a world that lived in illusion. 


Iowa became our home like a good well-made coat not marketed by some 
well-known designer but warmer on bitterly cold days than its flasher 
cousins. 


My days were pretty much filled from morning to evening with study either 
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at school or at home. Not a moment passed that my parents didn't emphasize 
the importance of a good education. They weren't so hung up on an 
education for the sake of accruing a collection of diplomas but believed that 
learning took many forms. Most of all they instilled in me a continuing quest 
for knowledge. 


This quest tied into dad's unquenchable desire to understand even the most 
obtuse topics. He just couldn't satiate his need to know - not just on a basic 
level but in-depth, to the core. I can still see him crouched over his notebook 
computer researching, writing, and analyzing the latest intractable problem 
beseeching the world. Oh yes, dad really believed he could change the world 
if only enough people would see his remedies. 


Dad's optimism was unquenchable and so was mine. Over time dad would 
deteriorate into this old man that no one bothered to consult even though he 
had a treasure trove of revolutionary creations. 


Remember, the world was run by fool's intent upon using it and the citizens 
who lived on it up to fill their personal kingdoms with many more material 
possessions than they could ever use. This fact that dad was acutely aware of 
never dampened his enthusiasm for passing onto an intellectually comatose 
population an endless supply of out-of-the-box solutions. He truly believed 
that over time enough people would be reading his blog and books to 
eventually make a difference. 


The problem was he was running out of time and the world had already run 
out of time. Unaware to dad his body was being eaten up by terminal cancer 
that would put this unconstrained humanitarian genius in the ground within 
two years. 


During that time dad worked like a fiend sometimes getting only four hours 
of sleep. This wouldn't have been so bad but dad was the sole breadwinner. 
It is my firm belief that if it weren't for this grueling schedule that he 
imposed upon himself he probably would have lived an additional year or 
two. But the loss to humankind's last remaining archive of knowledge our 
race's legacy would have been a drop in the bucket if it hadn't been for dad's 
contribution. 
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This electronic library spanning the creations of minds from Plato to Helen 
Robards along with our message is a proud testament to the intellectual 
potential of humankind. It is a reflection of what we could have become if 
we would have been able to rid ourselves of that top layer of incompetent 
leaches that kept dragging our societies, governments, and businesses into 
the gutter. 


But when we, the last human inhabitants of this once stunningly beautiful 
world die, at least it will not have been in vain. This is because this great 
repository of knowledge, our gift to other sentient beings that happen to visit 
this planet will be waiting regardless of how long their arrival takes; this 
vast store of knowledge is secure within a vault five hundred feet below this 
greeting dome. 


It is especially brutal outside today with the temperature reaching two 
hundred and sixty degrees. The dust and sand whipped up from a barren 
global land laid waste has obliterated the image coming through our video 
feed to a single dark tan picture. 


The thermo solar collectors moored in solid concrete deep into the crust are 
unable to function during burning dust storms such as this so we are forced 
to rely on battery power and our single generator. Just maintaining a 
comfortable temperature of around seventy-five degrees takes an enormous 
amount of power given that on good days the average temperature outside is 
one hundred and seventy degrees. 


To make matters worse our water and food supplies are seriously depleted 
but we know we will die - we have no future - no hope. Writing this warning 
and our library preparation tasks are the only reason we don't just meet our 
maker sooner. 


My family wouldn't reach a similar point of desperation for five years but 
once the environment started to disintegrate - literally disintegrate; ozone 
was gone and greenhouse gases had made cool breezes a distant memory. 


In Iowa the capable citizens resolved that this or any other natural disaster 
wouldn't stop them from bringing in a harvest so the state, farmers, and the 
new federal government in Denver pooled their limited resources to cover 
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most of the farmland under huge air-conditioned domes. Of course this 
meant that everyone not farming under any number of these domes had no 
choice but to wear protective suits when stepping outside. Just driving your 
car down the road became a life or death excursion. There simply wasn't any 
room for error when the temperature outside hovered around one hundred 
and forty-five even at the poles. 


In the early years this warning of imminent ecological catastrophe that my 
dad tried to convey to his complacent citizens was ignored. They were either 
too busy making money for retirements that they'd never get to enjoy or just 
too busy making money to horde in their castles to pay any attention to a 
warning coming from a few activists and scientists. Their view was that if 
they didn't feel, see, or hear any discernible change in their environment 
then it wasn't changing for the worse. 


It's hard to explain human beings especially if you're a species that dwells in 
the rarefied region of logic untainted by illogic. But without drifting to far 
from the purpose of this document let's just say that people were basically 
good but had this central character flaw that would doom all of us to 
oblivion - we simply couldn't believe that anything terrible could happen to 
us personally. Granted, if you asked all these individuals to gather in a group 
and provide their insight collectively on the possibility of environmental 
destruction they would almost always agree that based on the facts we were 
headed towards extinction. Get these same people outside the group and ask 
them individually whether they even believed that their actions could 
negatively impact the environment and they'd look at you in disbelief; hell 
no my driving that "land yacht" can't be adding to global warming. 


This was the impossible task that my dad the "man of dreams" confronted 
without wavering even when his last labored breath came years later. It was 
his mission to save the planet and humankind even though he was a single 
man facing an immovable force: ignorance - most people just didn't want to 
hear bad news. 


People hated bad news, especially the messengers of this unwelcome news. 
Hopefully, your species doesn't have these deadly character flaws but given 
that you're reading this document you've at least conquered the scientific 
barriers to space flight - you're where we would have liked to have been. It 
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must be wonderful to travel to other planetary systems and visit the planets. 
It makes me sick to think that no human being was able to reach the stars. 
Sorry, I'm crying over this wasted chance; we had such a promising future. 
What did we do? We blew it away like it was just a trivial vision; damn it, 
blast all; everything. 


Right this minute our internal environmental computer is voicing a blaring 
warning that our "environment is destabilizing; the system is unable to 
maintain a humanly survivable temperature." According to its calculations 
we have at best forty-eight hours left before our home, this dungeon from 
the outside hell also becomes uninhabitable. Time is short so I must press on 
with my story. 


The death of my sister came unexpectedly on the thirtieth day of a steady 
pounding rain. She'd contracted the latest deadly virus that had been 
mutating in the tumultuous environment. 


All these virus's ancestors had found a pleasant home in the greenhouse that 
had become our death chamber. Incubating in this fertile planetary capsule 
these microbes flourished. Many species including many of the lower life 
forms that covered our planet died within the first year of this onslaught of 
microbe infections. They just didn't have any immunity to viruses and 
bacteria that could evolve into new strains in a matter of days. 


If it wasn't for humankind's relatively advanced state of genetic research and 
genome mapping capabilities we would have followed those lower life 
forms to an early extinction. As it was we just prolonged our demise. 


Once again we failed to believe that the mass extinction of a good many of 
the planets life forms would ever impact us - we'd soon realize how wrong 
our assumptions were; but for now we just tried to make it past our first 
crisis - many more would follow. 


All of these technological breakthroughs in isolating the new micros and 
quickly treating them with effective antibiotics and anti-viral medications 
came too late for my sister. She died in her bed in a puddle of blood that had 
erupted from her lungs in a final gurgling sound. When the biohazard teams 
arrived they sealed her in an airtight bag and transported mom, dad, any 
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myself in little transparent bio 'coffins' to a special wing of our local 
hospital. That was the last I saw of my house and my mother. 


The hospitals were overwhelmed; they were swamped with terminal patients 
who'd contracted any number of these new infections. They did their best to 
deal with the unbearable. Our military brought in these gigantic tents on 
camouflaged transports that rumbled down our highways day and night. But 
typical of our worthless federal government they didn't authorize the use of 
military medical teams especially skilled in dealing in emergency situations. 
This left us with plenty of tents outside our local hospitals but no doctors or 
nurses to staff them - they were useless reminders of a global society that 
had degenerated under a dictatorship of self-serving elites. They were left to 
flap empty in the winds that would eventually tear them to shreds. 


Dad and I were now alone. Don't ask me why we were chosen to survive by 
a supreme being who'd allowed our kind to lay waste to the majority of the 
planet but somehow there was an unfathomable reason. We just carried on, 
leaning on each other during the most violent of our planet's spasms. 


The loss of my sister and mother carried with it the undeniable realization of 
just how tenuous our existence was - we were truly on our own, my family 
had been decimated, I now knew that humanity itself was in jeopardy of 
becoming a footnote in history. 


Grief permeated all the spaces previously reserved for joy. So many families 
like mine had lost moms, dads, and children to these early plagues. Large 
truckloads of corpses were now dumped into huge lye coated pits. 


But we had little time to expend in mourning over the billions that had died 
in this initial spasm of a planet on the verge of ecological extinction. We 
were just too preoccupied with living in our progressively less friendly 
surroundings to take the necessary time to properly mourn those who we'd 
loss - we now walked down a shorter path towards the final loss. 


Dad died a short time thereafter from the cancer that bred undetected for 
years. After dad's passing it seemed the floodgate to hell had been opened 
wide for the environment cascaded out of control into a free fall towards 
total planetary destruction. 
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The scientific community was now forced to read dad's writings since all 
other avenues had been exhausted. What they found was volume upon 
volume of research that predicted the outcome some feared but most 
ignored. Unfortunately, it was too late; the damage had already been done. 


So here we sit awaiting our last cogent thought, our demise. The computer 
has been squawking furiously every hour about failures and other outcomes 
that it insists will finish us off. We all had told ourselves we'd be ready for 
this moment but... 
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Economic and Environmental Struggle Ends 
Swiftly 


The long time it took to find the key placed everyone in a state of searing 
anxiety. With the sky already darkening from a mild gray to coal black we 
hurriedly put the rusty relic in the battered lock. A swirl was cutting a path 
above this house, was it possible this would be our last shelter; with no need 
to drift further. The door creaked open, exposing a dark, dank smelling room 
unoccupied probably for many years. Terrified that we'd lose another of our 
sojourners to a wild animal we threw a few of the rocks from a bag into the 
shack. 


It was safe to enter; no charging white-toothed menace came flying out of 
the doorway. All three of us stepped in; gingerly walking on what we feared 
was the remains of a rotten, termite eaten floor. No assured outcomes were 
ours to embrace in this era. Just understanding that the worst was not only 
possible but entirely probable insured that we moved gingerly in this tumult 
that was our unfortunate reality. 


Outside the howling of the wind began its nightly pounding ritual, tearing at 
any securely rooted plant, tree, or any other object that could become a 
projectile hurtled recklessly at our already weak shelter. Huddled together 
tightly we contemplated our demise. How often we'd felt death's hand gently 
placed upon our shoulder only for it to be pulled away at the very last 
moment. 


Rattling in the grasp of a giant's power the poor derelict leftover started 
shaking violently. The earth had become this spasmodic creature struggling 
against a certain death, its environment tormented by noxious hot gases 
spurring unpredictable violence. 


Moving around with our impotent light shining on this or that dirt covered 
memento of past stability we happened to rest the beam on a pearly white 
object in the far corner. Walking closer we could see that the white object 
was a Skeleton lounging in a recliner positioned so that it was facing what 
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was left of a window; now shattered. In the right hand was a book that was 
tightly held to the chest. Small cans of emergency government rations 
littered the floor under an inadequate side table. A white coffee cup painted 
with beautiful red, yellow, and pink flowers sat on the table. 


When the worldwide economy collapsed at about the same time the climate 
went haywire, distribution of all goods gradually slowed to a trickle. After a 
few weeks not even this trickle of products remained to be shipped in our 
consumption-starved economy. When the climate began oscillating between 
extreme cold and hot; producing terrible storms or dangerous life 
threatening anomalies food production also ceased. 


Drawing upon the surplus foodstuffs of the Department of Agriculture: 
small survival cans of high protein mush were transported by the regular 
Army to pick up points in cities, and towns. Unfortunately, for the infirmed 
or less than resourceful when the emergency rations ran out most just passed 
away in quiet solitude like this tormented soul gazing out of the window 
hoping for the return of a forgiving world. 


Shifting direction the wind started picking up to such a force that pieces of 
what was left of the roof were ripped clean away from the exposed support 
beams. Looking up a well-defined dark black swirl could be seen moving 
counter clockwise in faster and faster twists releasing some pent up hatred 
directed at the occupants of this wood ruin. For hadn't the careless, soulless, 
egotistical, self-centered elite guardians of the world disregarded their 
responsibility to the environment. We who were the sole survivors of 
absolute destruction might not have been directly responsible but we were 
just as culpable given that we didn't even try to avert disaster by 
passionately voicing our concern. What resulted was a drift towards oblivion 
that continued without any complaint coming from the mass of people who 
were often trampled under by a small army of selfish citizens. 


While looking up towards the disintegrating roof two more beams were torn 
off. A shaking that started in the ground and now merged with the remains 
of the house was aggressively rattling everything. 


We were finally beaten down by forces beyond our control. There would be 
no more stops along a path of agony for in an instant the remains of the 
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house and all its battered relics of a better time along with the last human 
survivors were wiped from the surface of this convulsing planet. 
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Once Beautiful Planet — Ecologically Dead 


Hollowed out in the barren stone on this bleak planet was clearly an 
opening; not some craggy irregular sharp edged hole. Those who were 
comforted by solid close quarters were the first to step inside. Others among 
my crew just kept staring with blank faced looks, unable to accept their 
finding - a finding that contradicted every piece of information provided by 
our esteemed experts. This planet never supported even the rudimentary 
forms of life for it was just too sterile. These were at least the words from 
the esteemed ones but here before our eyes was evidence of just such life not 
expected to have existed on this dry expansive rocky surface. 


Out here many light years from the last known inhabited planet much too far 
from the central core of the Milky Way galaxy situated on a wispy ‘arm' of 
meek desolate stars was this desert planet, remote within the pure blackness 
of starless space. 


Ours was a mission of exploration tinged with a more pressing task than 
leisurely scientific endeavors. We were military first, scientists second, and 
with an enemy breathing down the collective neck of the galaxy our 
instructions were very specific find an outer most planet capable of being 
transformed into an advance guard against attack. This world or another 
more suitable planet would be selected to support a military base for the 
most fearsome force the galaxy had ever known. 


Having met all our criteria we were ready to leave when this opening was 
discovered. If it wasn't naturally occurring were the builders still the 
undisputed inhabitants of this rock? Maybe they were already still and dead 
like this planet - many years expunged from recognition - a quiet reminder 
of a lost past in a forgotten expanse of infinite vacuum. It was quite possible 
that our craft was the first in eons to rest on this hard rock surface. In all 
directions we'd spied a wasteland covered in a crust of solid rock, from our 
estimates reaching 2 miles deep. 


Yet, before our very eyes on this spare barren globe something had lived or 
still lived. This scoured surface had to have been home to a thriving colony 
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of indigenous creatures at one time. Those remaining unfortunates who had 
to leave their planet forever on a long journey in search of another suitable 
home undoubtedly were the same intelligent beings that carved out this cave 
- they'd either possessed spacecraft capable of interplanetary travel or 
perished from lack of food and water. 


So the question on all my crewmate's minds: were they able to save 
themselves through the acquisition of the knowledge of space flight or did 
they cease to exist once they'd destroyed their planet's biosphere. There was 
always that tricky point in the evolutionary process of all species that we'd 
encountered (including our own) when ecological destruction on a planetary 
level would continue until the last breath was sucked from a hot and dying 
home. At this point in time if a species hadn't mastered space flight they 
would perish sometimes all alone with no one to hear their cries for help. 


It seemed that what transpired here was not the continuation of a species but 
its extinction. For if they had survived there would be a thriving planetary 
home but instead we'd only found this carefully carved orifice that according 
to our instruments was 5 million years old. 


Gingerly stepping through the opening we passed across an energy barrier 
set only to allow organic matter inside, for all of our non-organic 
instruments fell on the outside of the barrier - unfortunately this included our 
clothes. Inside the energy bubble was a pristine chamber lined with crystal 
shaped colored lights that seemed to vibrate with the oscillations in the 
artificial power being generated by a now soon to fail millions old energy 
source. After about a minute other crystalline lights immediately exposed a 
well-lit corridor, an all too familiar sign that what we had entered was a 
species extinction library. 


None of us had ever seen one of these up close, our only exposure being 
from our training in "Directive 1" retrieval. If this was truly the extinction 
library of a dead race we were required by "Directive 1" to link up using our 
shipboard systems to upload all data from the library to our computer. In this 
case time was running out to make the retrieval before their power source 
failed. 


After walking about 1 mile probably down thru the crust of the planet we 
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entered a massive room with a concave ceiling. What exploded before our 
eyes were the most beautiful images of what must have been their lush green 
planet. There were blue oceans making up most of the surface, large 
canyons, mountains, lakes, cities towering towards the sky, tall green planets 
grouped together, and these ungainly skin covered creatures that were 
definitely not reptilian but of unknown origin. They characteristically 
included images of their families, and the ecological destruction leading up 
to the termination of their planet. 


We'd been instructed that if we came upon an extinction library that it would 
leave an emotional scar on our psyches that would never heal. In fact, some 
150 years later my recollection of this event still brings tears to my eyes in 
the solitude of my cabin. Having fought for my kingdom for some 500 years 
and now the supreme commander of all our forces I can assure you that this 
battle hardened general never gets teary eyed only on these wrenching trips 
back to that dead rock out towards the edge of our galaxy. 


Never do I want to come upon another of these time capsules framed in a 
dreadful end. 
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